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L  E  O  N  T  E  S,  King  of  Sicilia. 
PoLiXF.NKs,  King  of  Bithynia. 
Mamillus,  Toung  Prince  of  Sicilia. 
Florizel,  P/-;«ctf  o/'Bithyxiia. 
Camillo,  _ 


Other  Sicilian  Lords, 

Archidamus,  a  Lord  cf  Bilhynia. 

Old  Shepherd,  reputed  Father  of  Pcrdita. 

Cloivn,  his  ^Son, 

AuToLicus,  a  Roguijk  Pedlar, 

A  Mariner. 

Time,  as  Chorus, 

Hermione,  ^een  to  Leontes. 
Perdita,  Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermione* 
Paulina,  Wife  to  Antigonus. 
Emilia,  Attendant  on  the  l^een. 


Coaler y  Shepherds y  Shepberdeffes,  and  Attendants. 
SCENE,  partly  in  Sicilia,  and  partly  in  Bithynia. 
The  plot  taken  frc^m  the  old  Jlory-bookofDoxd^^M^  flndY&.\mh . 

N.  B.  TheCountry  here  call'd  Bithynia  hath  in  all  former  Edi- 
tioos  been  printed  Bohemia  an  inland  kingdom  fituated  nearly  ia 
rhe  center  of  Europe,  whersas  many  of  the  grfst  incidenrsof  ijjs 
Play  turn  upon  its  being  a  n  anrime country  cf  which  'Polixeyies  was 
the  King,  Thi^  is  a  blunder  and  an  abiurdity  ofwhtch  ir/j<?)te/jr.e,-j;- in 
juftJce  ought  n'>t  to  bethoi^CThi  capable  :  and  as  he  hath  turn'd  quite 
sntw  the  \n>\y  contain'd  in  the  old  paltry  book  of  Doraflus  and 
i?/7t/?j;^,  char.-;!r.(i  nioftofthe  main  circuaifcrnces  and  all  the  names 
oFthe  T-r  ;  r  ;  t  is  'obable  he  removed  this  « it) propriety  and  plsCcd 
the 'c: ii  whichrhc  :gnoTsnct;  arid  tT'gl  griiccofthe  tirft 
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A  C  T  I.  SCENE!. 

A  Palace.    Enter  Camillo,  and  ArchiJamus. 
Af^'h,        F  you  /liall  chance,  Camillo ,  to  vifit  Bithynia, 
9    on  the  like  occalion  whereon  my  Tervices  are 
H    now  on  foot,  you  ihall  fee,  as  I  have  faid, 
■    great  difference  betwixt  onr  Bithynia  and  your 

^  Sicilia. 

Cain,  I  think,  this  coming  fummer,  the  King  of  Sicilia 
means  to  pay  Bithynia  the  vifitation  which  he  juftly  owes 
him. 

Arch.  Wherehi  our  entertainment  fhall  fliame  us,  we 
wijl  be  jiiftified  in  our  loves ;  for  indeed  ■ 

Cam,  'Befeech  you  — —  • 

Arch.  Verily  I  fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  know- 
ledge J  we  cannot  with  fuch  magnificence-~in  fo  rare— - 
I  know  not  what  to  fay  —  we  will  give  you  fleepy  drinks, 
that  your  fenfes  (unintelligent  of  our  infufficience)  may, 
iho'  they  cani^^praife  us,  as  little  accufe  us. 

Cam,  You  a  grea^  deal  too  dear,  for  what*s  given 
ireely. 

Arch,  Believe  me,  I  fpeak  as  my  underftanding  inftru£ls 
fne,  and  as  mine  honefty  puts  it  to  utterance. 

Cam,  Sicilia  cannot  fliew  himfeif  ovei  -kind  to  Bithynia ; 
^V9L.  IV,  fi  tiiiy 
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rhey  were  tralnM  together  in  their  chiKhoods  ;  and  there 
rooted  betwixt  them  then  fuch  an  affedion,  which  cannot 
chufe  but  branch  now.  Since  their  more  mature  dignities 
and  royal  neceflities  made  feparation  of  their  fociety,  their 
Encounters,  though  not  perfonal,  have  been  royally  artornied 
with  enterchange  of  gifts,  letters,  loving  embaflies,  that 
they  havefeem'd  to  be  together,  tho'  abfent  j  /hook  hands, 
as  over  a  vaft  Tea,  and  embraced  as  it  were  from  the  ends 
of  oppofed  winds.    The  heav'ns  continue  their  love  ! 

Arch.  I  think  there  is  not  in  the  world  either  malice 
or  matter  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unfpeakable  comfort 
of  your  youn^  prince  Mamillus  :  it  is  a  gentleman  of  the 
grcateft  promife  that  ever  came  into  my  notr, 

Cam»  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him  : 
it  is  a  gallant  child,  one  that  indeed,  phyficks  the  fubjeft, 
makes  old  hearts  frefli  :  they  that  vvent  on  crutches  ere  he 
was  born  defire  yet  their  life  to  fee  him  a  man, 

Arch.  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  If  there  were  no  other  excufe  why  thry 
(hould  dcfire  to  live. 

ySrcb.  If  the  King  had  no  fon,  they  would  defire  to  lii-e 
on  crutches  'till  he  had  one.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE  II.     Enter  Lcontes,   Hermione,  Mapnillu'-i 
Polixenes,  Camillo,  and  Atter.da7its» 

Pol,  Nine  changes  of  the  watry  ftar  hath  been 
The  fhepherd's  note,  fince  we  have  left  our  thront: 
"Without  a  burthen  ;  time  as  loi.g  again 
Would  be  fill'd  up,  my  brother,  v/ith  our  thanks. 
And  yet  we  ftiould,  for  perpetaity, 
Go  hence  ift  debt :  and  therefore,  like  a  cypher. 
Yet  ftanding  in  rich  place,  I  multiply 
With  one  nve  tbanh you  many  thoufands  more 
That  go  before  it. 

Leo,  Stay  your  thanks  a  while, 
Andpiy  them  when  you  part.  sjA 

Pol.  Sir,  that's  to-morrow  :  S 
I'm  queftion'd  by  my  fears,  of  what  may  cnance 
Or  breed  upon  our  abfence  :  there  may  blow 
Some  fneaping  winds  at  home,  to  make  us  fay, 
This  is  put  forth  too  early  t  befides,  I  have  ftay'd 
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To  tire  your  Rcyaltyi 

Leo,  We  are  tougher,  brother. 
Than  you  can  put  us  to't. 

Pol,  No  longer  ftay. 

Leo.  One  fev'n- night  longer. 

PoL  Very  footh,  to-morrow. 

Leo,  We'll  part  the  time  between's  then :  and  in  that 
I'll  no  gain-faying. 

PoL  Prcfs  me  not,  'befeech  you  ! 
There  is  no  tongue  that  moves,  none,  none  i'thVorld 
So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me  :  fo  it  /houid  now 
Were  there  necefliry  in  your  requeft,  altho' 
'Twere  needful  I  deny'd  it.    My  affairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward  j  which  to  hinder. 
Were,  in  your  love,  a  whip  to  me ;  my  ftay. 
To  you  a  charge  and  trouble  :  to  fave  both, 
Farewcl,  cur  brother  ! 

Leo,  Tongwe-ty'd  our  Queen  ?  fpeak  you. 

Her,  I  had  thought.  Sir,  to  have  held  my  peace,  until 
You  had  drawn  oaths  from  him  not  to  ftay    you.  Sir, 
Charge  him  too  coldly.    Tell  him  you  are  fare 
All  in  Bithyn  'ta*^  well  :  this  fatisfadlion 
The  by-gone  day  proclaimed ;  fay  this  to  him, 
He*3  beat  from  his  beft  ward. 

Leo.  Well  faid  ,  Hermionc. 

Her.  To  tell,  he  longs  to  fee  his  fon,  were  ftrong  5 
But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go  j 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  fliall  not  ftay. 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  diftafls. 
Yet  of  your  royal  prefence  I'll  adventure     [To  Polixcnes. 
The  borrow  of  a  week.    When  at  Bit  by  ma 
You  take  my  Lord,  I'll  give  you  mycommiflion 
To  let  him  there  a  month,  behind  the  gefte 
Prefix'd  for's  parting:  yet,  good  heed,  Leontei  i 
I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'th'  clock  behind 
What  Lady  fhe  her  Lord.    You*  11  ftay 

Pol.  No,  Madam. 

Her.  Nay,  but  you  will, 

Pol.  I  may  not  verily. 

Hir.  Verily  ? 
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You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows  j  but  I, 

Tho'  you  would  feek  t'unfphere  the  ftars  with  oatHs, 

Should  yet  fay.  Sir,  no  going:  verily 

You  fliall  not  go  ;  a  Lady's  'verily  is 

As  potent  as  a  Lord's.    Will  you  go  yet  ? 

Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  pi i 'oner. 

Not  like  a  gu?ft  ?  fo  you  /hall  pay  your  fees 

"When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  thanks.  How  fay  you  ? 

My  prifoner  ?  or  my  gucft  ?  by  your  dread  I'erily, 

One  of  them  you  fhall  be. 

Pol.  Your  gueft:  then,  Madam  : 
To  be  your  prifoner,  fhould  import  offending  j 
"Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafie  to  commit, 
Tlian  you  to  punifh. 

Her.  Not  your  goaler  then. 
But  your  kird  hoHefs  ;  come,  I'll  cjucftion  you 

Of  my  Lord's  tricks  and  ycurs,  when  you  were  boys  : 

You  were  pretty  Lordings  then  ? 
PoL  We  were,  fair  Queen, 

Two  lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind. 

But  fuch  a  day  to-morrow  as  to-day. 

And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Her*  Was  not  my  Lord  the  verier  wag  o'th'two  ? 

PoL  We  are  as  twinn'd  bmbs,  that  did  frifk  i'th*  fu»i 

And  bleat  the  one  at  th'other:  v;hat  we  chang'd. 

Was  innocence  for  innocence  j  we  knew  not 

The  dodlrine  of  ill -doing,  no  nor  dream'd 

That  any  d:d  :  had  we  purfu'd  that  life. 

And  cur  weak  fpirits  ne'er  been  higher  rear'd 

With  ftronger  blood,  we  fhowld  have  anfwer'd  heaven 

Boldly,  net  guilty  \  th' impofition  clear'd 

Hereditary  curs. 

Her.  By  this  we  gather 

You  have  tript  fince. 

PoL  O  my  moft  facred  Lady, 

Temptations  have,$nce  then  been  born  to's  ;  for 

In  thofe  unfledg'd  days  was  my  v/ifc  a  girl ; 

Your  precious  felf  had  then  not  crofs'd  the  eyes 

Of  my  young  play-fellow. 
Her,  Oh  I  Grace  to  boot 

Of 
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Of  this  make  no  conclufion,  left  you  fay 
Your  Queen  and  I  are  devils.    Yet  go  on, 
'rh'ofFences  we  have  made  you  do,  we'll  anfwcr, 
.  If  you  firft  linnM  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault ;  and  that  you  Hipt  not 
With  any  but  with  us. 

Leo,  Is  he  won  yet  ? 

Her,  He'll  ftay,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  At  my  requeft  he  would  not ! 
Mermioney  my  deareft,  thou  ne'er  fpok'fl 
To  better  purpofe. 

Her,  Never? 

Leo,  Never,  but  onci?. 

Her.  What?  have  I  twice  faid  well  >  when  was't  before? 
I  pr'ytheetell  me  ;  cram's  with  praife,  and  make's 
As  fat  as  tame  things :  one  good  deed,  dying  tonguelefs. 
Slaughters  a  thonfand,  waiting  upon  that. 
Our  praifes  are  our  wages.    You  may  ride's 
With  one  foft  kifs  a  thoufand  furlongs,  ere 
With  fpur  we  heat  an  acre.    But  to  th'goali 
My  laft  good  deed  was  to  intreat  his  ftay  > 
What  was  my  firft  ?  it  has  an  elder  lifter. 
Or  I  miftake  you  :  O,  would  her  name  were  Grace! 
But  once  before  I  fpake  to  th'  purpofe  ?  when  ? 
Nay,  let  me  hav't  j  I  long. 

Leo,  Why,  that  was  when 
Three  crabbed  months  had  fowr'd  themfelves  to  death, 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand. 
And  clepe  thy  felf  my  love  5  then  didft  thou  utter, 
1  am  yours  for  ever. 

Her.  This  is  grace  indeed. 
Why,  lo  you  now ;  Tve  fpoke  to  th'  purpofe  twice  j 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  royal  huft)and  j 
The  other,  for  fome  while  a  friend. 

^  Leo.  Too  hot   {Jjidr, 

To  m  ngle  friendihip  far,  is  mingling  bloods, 
I  have  tremof  cordis  on  me — my  heart  dances. 
But  not  for  joy — not  joy — this  entertainment 
May  a  free  face  put  on  j  derive  a  Hberty 
f  roan  hcartinefs^  from  bounty's  fertile  hofom  ^ 
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And  well  become  the  Agent :      may,  I  grant ; 
But  to  the  padling  paJms,  apd  pinching  ftngers. 
As  now  they  are,  and  making  pradlisM  fmiles 
As  in  a  looking-glafs— and  then  to  figh,  as  'twere 
The  mort  o*  th'  deer  ;  *  oh,  that  is  entertainment 

My  bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows  Mamil/us, 

Art  thou  my  boy  ? 

Mam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Leo,  r  fecks  f 

Why,  that's  my  bawcock  j  what  ?  has't  fmutchM  thy  nofe  ? 
They  fay  it  is  a  copy  out  of  mine.    Come,  captain, 
"We  muft  be  neat  j  not  neat,  but  cleanly,  captain  5 

\JFipes  the  boy' i  fan. 
And  yet  the  fleer,  the  heifer,  and  the  cai-f. 
Are  all  cali'd  ngat.    Still  virginal  itng 

[Ohfer'ving  Polixenes  /ir^ Hermione; 
Upon  his  palm  how,  now,  you  wanton  calf  ! 

Art  thou  my  calf? 

Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  Thou  want' H  a  rough  p.ifh,  and  the  /hoots  that  I 
To  be  full  like  me.    Yet  they  fay  we  are  [have 
Almoft  as  like  as  eggs;  women  fay  fo, 
That  will  fay  any  thing  5  but  were  they  hUc, 
As  o'er-dy'd  blacks  f,  as  winds,  as  waters  j  fajfe 
As  dice  are  to  be  wifh'd,  by  one  that  fixes 
No  borne  'twixfhis  and  mine  ;  yet  were  it  true, 
To  fay  this  boy  is  like  me.    Coir.e,  Sir  page. 
Look  on  me  with  your  welking  eye,  fweet  villain. 
Moft  dear'fl,  my  collop — can  thy  dam  ?  may't  be 
Imagination  !  thou  dofi;  ftab  to  th'center. 
Thou  dofl  make  poflible,  things  not  to  be  fo  held, 
Communicat'ft  with  dreams,  (how  can  this  be?] 
With  what's  unreal,  thou  coa6^ive  art  ! 
And  fellow'fl  nothings.   Then  'tis  very  credent 
Thou  may'll:  co-join  with  fcmcthing,  and  thou  do/^p' 
And  that  beyond  commiflion  ;  and  I  find  it, 

»  A  leffoa  upon  the  horn  at  the  death  of  the  dee>\ 

f  A  black  dye  being  iifed  in  coo  great  quantity  doth  not  on!y  make 
the  cloth  to  rot  upon  which  it  is  put,  bui  liic  colour  it  lelf  to  fade 
afid  grov/  rally  much  ihe  loo..cr. 
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And  that  to  the  infe6t:ion  of  iny  braijia. 
And  hardning  of  my  brows. 

Pol,  What  means  Sicilia  ? 

Her.  He  fomething  feems  unfettlecJ, 

Vol.  How  ?  my  Lord  ? 
"What  cheer  ?  how  is  it  with  you,  my  bell:  brother  ? 

Her.  You  feem  to  hold  a  brow  of  much  diftra<ftion. 
Are  you  not  mov'd,  my  Lord  ? 

Leo.  No,  in  good  earned-. 
How  fometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly ! 
Its  tendernefs !  and  make  it  felf  a  paftime 
To  harder  bofoms  !  Looking  on  the  lines 
Of  my  boy's  face,  methoughts  I  did  recoil. 
Twenty  three  years,  and  faw  my  felf  unbreech'd^j 
Jn  my  green  velvet  coat  j  my  "dagger  muzzled. 
Left  it  ihould  bite  its  mafter,  and  fo  prove. 
As  ornaments  oft  do,  too  dangerous ; 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  kernel. 
This  fqua/h,  this  gentleman !  Mine  honeft  frien4» 
Will  you  take  eges  for  mony  ? 

Mam,  No,  rfl  light. 

Leo.  You  will !  why,  happy  man  he's  dole  \  My  brother. 
Are  you  fo  food  of  your  y(?ung  Prince,  as  we 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours  ? 

Fol.  If  at  home,  Sir, 
He*s  all  my  exercife,  my  mirth,  my  matter  ; 
Now  my  fworn  friend,  and  then  mine  enemy  j 
My  parjfite,  my  foidier,  llates-man,  all  ; 
He  makes  a  Jufy^'s  day  fhort  as  Decembery 
And  with  his  varying  childi/hnefs,  cures  in  mse 
Thoughts  that  fliould  thick  my  blood. 

Leo.  So  ftands  this  Squire. 
Offic'd  with  me:  we  two  will  walk,  my  Lord, 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  fteps.  Hertnrone, 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,  fhew  in  our  brother's  welcome  : 
Lt-t  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap  : 
Ivlt.'\r  to  thy  felf,  and  my  young  rover,  he*s 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Her.  If  you  would  feek  us. 
We  are  yours  i'  th'  garden  :  {liall's  attend  you  there  ? 
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Leo.  To  your  own  bents  difpofc  you ;  you*ll  be  found. 
Be  you  beneath  the  iky  :  I  anri  angling  now, 
Tho'  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  line  5 
Go  to,  go  to,  \^Afide,  obferving  Her* 

How  /he  holds  up  the  neb  !  the  bill  to  him  ! 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldnefs  of  a  wife 

[Exe,  Polix.  Her.  and  Attendants*  Martent  Leo. 
Mam.  and  Cam, 

To  her  allowing  hufband.    Gone  already  ! 
Inch  thick,  knee  deep  j  o'er  head  and  ears  a  fork'd  one. 
Go  play,  boy,  play — thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  too  ;  but  fo  difgracM  a  part,  whofe  iflue 
"Will  hifs  me  to  my  grave :  contempt  and  clamour 
Will  be  my  knell.    Go  play,  boy,  play— there  have  been. 
Or  I  am  much  deceived,  cuckolds  ere  now  ; 
And  many  a  man  there  is,  even  at  this  prefent, 
Now  while  I  fpeak  this,  holds  his  wife  by  th'arm. 
That  little  thinks  fhe  has  been  fluicM  in*s  abfence, 
And  his  pond  fifli'd  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 
Sir  SmiUf  his  neighbour  :  nay,  there's  comfort  in*C, 
"Whiles  other  men  have  gates,  and  thofe  gates  opened. 
As  mine,  againft  their  will.    Should  all  dcfpair 
That  have  revolted  wives^  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themfelves.    Phyfick  for't  there  is  none: 
It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  ftrikc 
Where  *tis  predominant*  ;  many  a  thoufand  of's 
Have  the  difeafe,  and  feel't  not.    How  now,  boy  ? 

Mam.  I  am  like  you,  they  fay, 

Leo,  Why,  tliat's  fome  comfort. 
What  ?  is  Camillo  there  ? 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord, 

Leo,  Gopl^y,  Mamil/us-^ — -thou'rt  an  honcH  man, 

lExit  MamilluSa 

SCENE  111. 
Camillo;  this  great  Sir  will  yet  ftay  longer. 

Cam.  Youiiad  much  ado  to  make  the  anchor  hold  j 

♦  —  predominant  i  and  't's  powerful :  think  it. 
From  eai'c,  Wfrt,  rjojth  and  louth,  be  it  ConuiUilcd^ 
No  barricade  for  sl  ItAy  Know't, 
It  will  ff^t  i.i  snd  out  ihf  enemy. 
With  brg  and  bagga^.e  :  *:;any. 
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When  you  caft  out,  it  ftill  came  home. 
Leo.  Dldft  note  it  ? 

Cam.  He  would  not  ftay  at  your  petitions  madej 
His  bufincfs  more  material. 

L^/).  Did  ft  perceive  it  ? 
They're  here  with  me  already ;  whifp'ring  round,? 

Sicilia  is  a  fo  forth  y  *tis  far  gone,  5 

When  I  /hall  gu  ft  it  la  IK    How  came' t,  Camillo^ 
That  he  did  ftay  ? 

C<a7;z.  At  the  good  Queen'*s  entreaty. 

Leo.  At  the  Queen's  be't  j  good  ftiould  be  pertinent  j 
But  fo  it  is,  it  is  not.    Was  this  taken 
By  any  underftanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  thy  con(:eit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  blocks  j  not  noted,  is't. 
But  of  the  finer  natures  }  by  fome  feverals 
Of  head-piece  extraordinary  ?  lower  mefies 
Perchance  are  to  this  tufinefs  purblind  ?  fay. 

Cam»  Bufinefs,  my  Lord  ?  I  think  moft  underftand 
Sitbynia  ftays  here  longp.r. 

Leo.  Ha  ?  ftays  here  longer.    Ay,  but  why  ? 

Cam»  To  fatisfie  your  Highnefs,  and  th'  entreaties 
Of  our  moft  gracious  miilrels. 

Leo,  Satisfie  ? 
Th'  entreaties  of  yourmiftrefs  ?  fatisfie? 
Let  that  fuffice.    IVe  trufted  thee,  Camillo, 
With  all  the  things  neareft  my  heart,  with  all 
My  chamber-councels,  wherein,  prieft-like,  thou 
Haft  cleans'd  my  bofom  j  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reform'd  i  but  we  have  been 
Dcceiv'd  in  thy  integrity,  deceived 
In  that  which  feems  f  j. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  Lord  ! 

Leo,  To  bide  upon*t  thou  art  not  honeft,  or. 

If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way,  thou  art  a  coward. 

Which  hockles  honefty  beljind,  reftraining 

From  courfe  requir'd  ;  or  eJfe  thou  moft  be  counted 

A  fervant  grafted  in  my  fcrious  truft. 

And  therein  negligent  j  or  elfe  a  fool, 

That  feeft  a  g^me  plaid  home,  the  rich  ftake  drawn. 
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And  tak'ft  it  all  for  jtft. 

Cam,  My  gracious  Lord, 
1  naay  be  negligent,  foolilh  and  fearful  j 
In  every  one  of  thefe  no  man  is  free. 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
Amongft  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world. 
Sometime  puts  forth :  in  your  affairs,  my  Lord^ 
If  ever  I  were  wilful  negligent. 
It  was  my  folly;   if  injurioufly 
I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence, 
Not  weighing  well  the  end  5   if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  things  where  I  the  ifl"ue  doubted. 
Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 
Againft  the  non -performance,  *twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  infeds  the  wi fell :  thefe,  my  Lord, 
Are  fuch  allowM  infirmities,  that  honefty 
Is  never  free  of.    But  'befeech  your  Grace, 

Be  plainer  with  me,  let  me  know  my  trefpafs 

By  its  own  vifage  5  if  I  then  deny  it, 
'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo,  Ha'  not  you  feen,  Camilloy 

(But  that's  paft  doubt ;  you  have,  or  your  eye-glaf* 

Is  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  horn)  or  heard, 

(For  to  a  vifion  fo  apparent,  rumour 

Cannot  be  mute)  or  thought,  (for  cogitation 

Jlefides  not  in  that  man,  that  does  not  think' t) 

My  wife  is  flippery  ?  if  thou  wilt,  confefs, 

(Or  elfe  be  impudently  negative, 

To  have  nor  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  thought)  then  fay. 

My  wife's  a  hobby-horfe,  deferves  a  name 

As  rank  as  any  flax-wench,  that  puts  to 

Before  her  troth-plight :  fay't  and  juftify't. 
Cam,  I  would  not  be  a  ftander-by,  to  hear 

My  fovereign  miftrefs  clouded  fo,  without 

My  prefent  vengeance  taken  ;  'fhrew  my  heart, 

ypu  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 

Than  this,  which  to  reiterate,  were 

As  deep  as  that,  tho'  true. 
Leo.  Is  whifpering  nothing  ? 

li  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meeting  nofes  ? 

Kiffing 
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KilTing  with  infide  lip  ?  topping  the  career 

Of  laughter  with  a  figh  ?  (a  note  infallible 

Of  breaking  honefty  : )  horfing  foot  on  foot  ? 

Skulking  in  corners  ?  wifhing  clocks  more  fwift  ? 

Hours  minutes  ?  the  noon  midnight  ?  and  all  eyes 

Blind  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs  j  theirs  only,  1 

That  would  unfeen  be  v/icked  ^  is  this  nothing  ? 

Why  then  the  World,  and  all  that's  in't  is  nothing ^ 

The  covering  /ky  is  nothing,  Bithynia  nothing, 

JMy  wife  is  nothing,  nor  nothing  have  thefe  nothings^ 

If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam.  Good  my  Lord,  be  cur'd 
Of  this  difeas'd  opinion,  and  betiWs, 
For  'tis  moft  dangerous. 
Leo,  Say  it  be,  'tis  true. 
Cam.  No,  no,  my  Lord. 
Leo,  it  is ;  you  lie,  you  lie  : 
T  lay  thou  licil,  CamiJlo,  and  I  hate  thee. 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  lowt,  a  mindlefs  fkve. 
Or  eii"e  a  hovering  tempori7>er,  that 
Canl"fc  With  thine  eyes  at  once  fee  good  and  evil. 
Inclining  to  rhem  both :  were  my  wife's  liver 
Infeiftsd,  .19  her  iife,  ftie  would  not  live 
The  runtiine;  of  one  glafs. 

Cam,  Who  do*s  infed  her  ?  » 
Leo.  Why,  he  that  wears  her  like  her  medal,  hanging 
About  his  neck,  Bithynia  ;  who,  if  I 
Had  fervants  true  about  me,  that  bear  eyes 
To  fee  alike  mine  honour,  as  their  profits. 
Their  own  particular  thrifts  j  they  would  do  that 
Which  ihould  undo  more  doing:  I,  and  thou 
His  cup  bearer,  whom  I  from  meaner  form 
Have  bcnchM,  and  reared  to  worfliip,  who  m3y"*ft  fee 
Plainly,  as  heaven  fees  earth,  and  earth  fees  heav'n. 
How  1  am  galFd,  thou  might'ft  be-fpice  a  cup. 
To  give  mine  enemy  a  lafting  wink. 
Which  draught  to  me  were  cordial. 

Cam.  Sir,  my  Lord, 
I  fonld  do  this,  and  that  with  no  ra/h  potion, 
But  with  a  lingring  dram,  that  (hould  nut  work, 
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Like  a  malicious  poifon  i  but  I  cannot 
Believe  this  crack  to  be  in  my  dread  miftrefs. 
So  fovereignly  being  honourable. 
So  lov'd. 

Leo»  Make  that  thy  queftion,  and  go  rot  5 
Do'ft  think  I  am  fo  muddy,  fo  unfettled. 
To  appoint  my  felf  in  this  vexation  ?  SuIJy 
The  purity  and  whitenefs  of  my  /Iieets, 
Which  to  preferve,  is  fieep  ?  which  being  fpotted. 
Is  goads,  and  thorns,  nettles,  and  tails  of  wafps  s 
Oive  fcandal  to  the  blood  o'  th'  Prince,  my  fon. 
Who,  I  do  think,  is  mine,  and  Jove  as  mine  \ 
Without  ripe  moving  to't  would  I  do  this  ? 
Could  man  fo  blench  5 

Cam,  I  muft  believe  you.  Sir, 
I  do,  and  will  fetch  off  Bithynia  for't : 
Provided  that  when  h.ts  remov'd,  your  Highqefs 
Will  take  again  your  Qu^een,  as  yours  at  fitft. 
Even  for  your  fon''s  fake,  and  thereby  for  f€a]?\ig 
The  injury  of  tongues,  in  Courts  and  Kingdoms 
Known  and  ailyM  to  yours. 

Leo.  Thou  doft  advife  me, 
Even  fo  as  I  mine  own  courfe  have  fet  down  : 
I'll  give  no  blemifli  to  her  honour,  none. 

Cam.  My  Lord, 
Go  then  ;  and  with  a  coanten^nce  as  clear 
As  friendfhip  wears  at  feafts,  keep  with  Bithynia^ 
And  with  your  Queen  :  I  am  his  cup-bearer  5 
If  from  me  he  have  wholefome  beveridge. 
Account  me  not  your  fervant. 

Leo.  This  is  all. 
Do't,  an-d  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  heart ; 
Do't  not,  thou  fplit'ft  thine  own. 

Cam,  ril  do't,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  I  will  feem  friendly,  as  thou  haft  advis'd  me.  \^Exit^ 

Cam.  O  miferable  Lady  !  but  for  me. 
What  cafe  ftand  I  in  ?  I  muft  be  the  poifoner 
■Of  good  PolixeneSy  and  my  ground  to  do't 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  mafter,  one. 
Who  in  rebellion  wjth  himfelf^  will  have 

All 
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All  that  are  his,  fo  too.    To  do  this  deed 
Promotion  follows.    If  I  could  find  example 
Of  thoufands  that  had  flruck  anointed  Kings, 
And  flourifiiM  aftef,  Td  not  do't:  but  fincc 
Nor  brafs,  nor  ftone,  nor  parchment  bears  not  one. 
Let  villainy  it  felf  forfwear't.    I  muft 
Forfake  the  Court  ;  to  do't  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  break-neck,    Hap.py  ftar,  reign  now  ? 
Here  comes  Bithynia, 
m  S  G  E  N  E    IV.     Enter  Polixencs, 

Pol,  This  is  ftrange  !  methinks 
My  favour  here  begins  to  warp.    Not  fpeak  ? 
Good  day,  CavuUo  ! 

Cam,  Hail,  moft  royal  Sir ! 

FoL  What  is  the  news  i'th'  Court  ? 

dm.  None  rare,  my  Lord, 

Pol.  The  King  hath  on  him  fuch  a  conntenanc^j 
As  he  had  loft  fome  province,  and  a  region 
Lov'd,  as  he  loves  himfelf :  even  now  I  met  him 
With  cuftomary  compliment,  when  he 
Wafting  his  eyes  to  th'  contrary,  and  falling 
A  lip  of  much  contempt,  fpeeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  confider  what  is  breeding. 
That  changes  thus  his  manners. 

Cam,  I  dare  not  know. 

Pol.  How,  dare  not  ?  dare  not  ?  yon  do  know,  r.nd 
Be  intelligent  to  me  :  *tis  thereabouts : 
For  to  your  felf,  what  you  do  know,  you  nauO, 
And  cannot  fay,  ycu  dare  not.    Good  CamUio^ 
Your  chang*d  complexions  are  to  me  a  mirror. 
Which  fliews  me  mine  chnngM  to ;  for  I  muft  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 
My  ft:lf  thus  alttrM  with  it. 

Cam.  There  is  a  fickncfr. 
Which  pu's  fome  cf  us  in  ditVmper  ;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  difeafe,  and  it  js  taught 
Of  you  that  yet  are  well. 

PoL  How  ca\ight  of  me  ? 
Make  me  not  fiphted  like  the  bafili/k, 
I've  lockM  on  thoufands,  who  have  fped  the  b^ttn 
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By  my  regard,  but  kiird  none  fo:  Camilla, 

As  yo^  are  certainly  a  gentleman. 

Clerk-like  cxpericnc'd,  (which  no  lefs  adorns 

Our  gentry,  than  our  parents  noble  names. 

In  whofe  *  fuccels  we  are  gentle)  1  befeech  you. 

If  you  know  ought  which  does  behove  my  knowledge 

Thereof  to  be  intbrm'd,  imprifon't  not 

In  ignvorant  concealment. 

Cam.  I  may  not  anfwer. 

Po/.  A  ficknefs  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well  ? 
I  muit  be  anfwer 'd.    Doft  thou  hear,  Camil'o, 
J  conjure  thee  by  all  the  parts  of  man. 
Which  honour  does  acknowledge,  whereof  the  leafi: 
Js  not  this  fuit  of  mine,  that  thou  declare 
What  incidency  thou  doft  guefs  of  harm 
Is  creeping  towards  me  j  how  far  off,  how  near. 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if'^o  be  j 
If  not,  how  heft  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Sir,  VU  tell  you. 
Since  I  am  charged  in  honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable  ;  therefore  mark  my  counfeJ, 
^^hich  muft  be  ev'n  as  fwiftly  followed  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it  5  or  both-your  ftlf  and  me 
Cry  hih,  and  fo  good  night. 

Pol.  On,  good  Camillo, 

Cam,  I  am  appointed.  Sir,  to  murder  you. 

Pol.  By  whom,  Camillo^ 

Cam.  By  ti*ie  King. 

FoL  For  what  ? 

Cam,  He  thinks,  nay,  with  all  confidence  he  fwcars, 
As  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  inftriiment 
To  vice  ycu  to't,^that  you  have  toucht  his  Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol.  Oh  then,  my  beft  blood  turn 
To  an  Infedled  geily,  and  my  name 
Be  yoak'd  with  his  that  did  betray  the  beft  I 
Turn  then  my  frefheft  reputation  to 
A  favour,  that  may  ftrike  the  dulleft  noftril 
Where  I  arrive  5  and  my  approach  be  Hiun'd, 

♦  Suc^eji  here  is  to  be  undsrflood  in  i?ie  fame  fenl'e  a;  Su.  ctjjlon. 


7he  Winter's  Tale. 

Nay,  hated  too,  worfe  than  the  great*ft  infeaion 
That  e'er  was  heard,  or  read  ! 

Cam,  Swear  this  though  over 
By  each  particular  ftarin  heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences  j  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  Tea  for  to  obey  the  moon, 
As  or  by  oath  remove,  or  counfeJ  /hake 
The  fabrick  of  his  folly,  whofe  foundation 
Is  pilM  upon  his  faith,  and  will  continue 
ihe  ftanding  of  his  body. 
Pel  How  /liouJd  this  grow  ? 
Cam.  I  know  not ;  but  Vm  fure  'tis  faftr  to 
^  ^void  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  born, 
j  it  therefore  you  dare  tnift  my  honefty 
j  That  Jyes  incJofed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawn'd,  away  to-night' 
Your  followers  1  will  vvhifper  to  the  bufinefs. 
And  will  by  twocs  and  threes,  at  feveral  pofterns. 
Clear  them  o'th'  city.     For  my  felf,  I'll  put 
My  fortunes  to  your  fervice,  which  are  here 
By  this  difcovery  loft.    Be  npv  uncertain. 
For  by  the  honour  of  my  parents,  I 
Have  utter'd  truth  ;  which  if  you  feek  to  prove. 
I  dare  not  ftand  by't  5  nor.  fhall  you  be  fafer 
Than  one  condcmn'd  by  the  King's  own  mouth. 
HiS  execution  fworn. 

Pol.  1  do  believe  thee  : 
I  faw  his  heart  i-Vs  face.    Give  me  thy  hand  : 
lie  pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  fhall 
Still  neighbour  mine.    My  /hips  are  ready,  and 
My  people  did  cxpc6l  my  hence  departure 
Two  days  ago.    This  jcaloufie' 
Is  f  >r  a  p-ecious  creature  ;  as  fhe's  rare, 
Muftitbegreat;  and,  as  his  perfon's  mighty, 
Muft  It  be  violent  ;  and,  as  he  does  conceive 
He  IS  di/honourM  by  a  man  which  ever 
Profcfs'd  to  him,  why,  his  revenges  muft 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter.    Fear  o'er-ftades  me  : 
Cood  expedition  be  my  friend  !  Heav'n  comfort 
ihe  gracious  Queen,  part  of  his  theam,  but  nothing; 
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Ot"  his  ill-ta'en  fufpicion  !   Come,  Camillo, 

I  will  refpecl  thee  as  a  father,  if 

Thou  bear'ft  my  life  off  hence.    Let  us  avoid. 

Cam.  It  is  in  mine  office  to  command 
The  keys  of  all  the  pofterns :  pleafe  your  Highncfs 
\q  take  the  urgent  hour.    Come,  Sir,  away.  \Extura* 

A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

i:be  SCENE  Continues. 
Enter  Hcrmione,  Mamillus,  and  Ladies. 
Her.        A  K  E  the  boy  to  you  j  he  fj  troubles  me, 
X     'Tis  pad  enduring. 

I  Lady.  Come,  my  gracious  Lord, 
Shall  I  be  your  play-fclIow  ? 

Mam,  No,  ril  none  of  you. 

I  Lady.  Why,  my  f\veet  Lord  ? 

Mam.  You'll  kifs  me  hard,  and  fpeak  to  me  as  if 
I  were  a  baby  ftill ;  I  love  you  better. 

1  Lady.  And  why  fo,  pray,  my  Lord  ? 

Mam,  Not  for  becaufe 
Your  brows  are  blacker,  yet  black  brows,  they  fay. 
Become  fome  women  beft,  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  femicircle. 
Like  a  half-moon  made  with  a  pen. 

a  Lady,  Who  taught  you  this  ? 

Mam,  I  learnM  it  out  of  women's  faces :  pray  now. 
What  colour  be  your  eye-brows  ? 

J  Lady.  Blue,  my  Lord, 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  mock :  Tve  feen  a  Lady's  nofe 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eye-brows. 

1  Lady,  Hark  ye. 

The  Queen,  your  mother,  rounds  apace  :  we  fliall 
Prefent  our  fervices  to  a  fine  new  Prince 
One  of  thefe  days,  and  then  you'll  wanton  with  us. 
If  we  would  have  you, 

2  Lady.  She  is  fpread  of  late 

Into  a  goodly  bulk,  good  time  encounter  her ! 

Her.  What  wifdom  flirs  amongft  you  ?  come.  Sir,  now, 
I  am  for  you  again.    Pray  you  Tit  by  us. 
Arid  tell's  a  tale. 

Mam* 
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Mam.  Merry  or  fad,  fhall't  be  ? 
,  Her,  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam,  A  fad  tale's  beft 
For  winter.    I  have  one  of  fprights  and  goblins. 

Her.  Let  us  have  that,  good  Sir. 
Come  on,  fit  dov^n.    Come  on,  and  do  your  bc{T, 
To  fright  me  with  your  fprights :  you're  powerful  at  it. 

Mam.  There  was  a  man  

Her,  Nay,  come  lit  down  j  then  on. 

Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  church-yard  :  I  will  tell  it  foftly  : 
Yond  crickets  fhall  not  hear  it. 

Ker»  Come  on  then,  and  give  it  "me  In  mine  ear. 
SCENE  II. 
"E-nt^r  Leontes,  Antifonus,  and  Lords, 

"Leo.  Was  he  met  there  ?  his  train  ?  Camillo  with  him 

hord.  Behind  the  tuft  of  pines  I  met  them  ;  never 
Saw  I  men  fcowr  To  on  their  way  :  I  ey'd  them 
iOn  even  to  their  fhips. 
i    Leo,  How  blefl:  am  I 
jln  my  jufl  cenfure  !  in  my  true  opinion! 
Alack,  for  Itfler  knowledge  !  how  accurs'd 
In  being  fo  bkfs'd  !  there  may  be  in  the  cup 
A  fplder  ftecp'd,  and  one  may  drink,  depart, 
And  yet  partake  no  venom  ;  for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infedled  :  but  if  one  prefent 
Th'  abhorr'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  gorge,  his  (ides 
With  violent  hefts.    I  have  drunk,  and  fcen  ihe  fpidcr, 
Camillo  was  his  help  in  this,  his  pander  : 
There  is  a  plot  againft  my  life,  my  crown  ; 
All's  true  that  is  miArufted  :  that  falfe  villain, 
Whom  I  employ'd,  was  pre-employ'd  by  him  : 
He  hath  difcover'd  my  defign,  and  I 
'Remain  a  plnth'd  thing  j  yea,  a  very  trick 
I  For  them  to  play  at  will  :  how  came  the  poderns 
!  So  eafily  open  ? 

'     Lord.  Ey  liis  great  authority. 
Which  hath  prevailed  oftentimes  no  Icfs 
Tban  lb  cn  your  ccmmand. 
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Leo.  I  know't  too  well. 
Give  me  the  boy,  l*m  glad  you  did  not  nurfc  him  t 
Though  he  does  bear  fome  figns  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  blood  in  him. 

Her.  What  is  this  ?  fport  ? 

L^o.  Bear  the  boy  hence,  he  ihall  not  come  about  hcr^ 
Away  with  him,  and  let  her  fport  her  felf 
With  that  {he's  big  with:  *tis  Polixenes 
Has  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  IM  but  fay  he  had  not  ; 
And  ril  be  fworn  you  would  believe  my  faying^ 
However  you  lean  to  th'  nayward. 

Leo.  You,  my  Lords, 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well  5  be  but  about 
To  fay  ihe  is  a  goodly  Lady,  and 
The  juftice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add,  ' 
'Tis  pity  fhe*s  not  honeft,  honourable  : 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without- door  form, 
Which  on  my  faith  deferves  high  fpeech,  and  ilraight 
The  ihrug,  the  hum,  or  ha,  thefe  petty  brands 
That  calumny  doth  ufe,  oh,  I  am  out. 
That  mercy  doth,  (for  calumny  will  fear 
l^'irtue  itfelf)  thefe  ihrugs,  thefe  hums,  and  ha's. 
When  you  have  faid  fhe's  goodly,  come  between 
Ere  you  can  fay  fhe's  honeft :  bwt  be't  known. 
From  him  that  has  moft  caufe  to  grieve  it  ihould  bc^ 
She's  an  adult' refs. 

Her.  Should  a  villain  fay  fo. 
The  moft  replenifh'd  villain  in  the  world. 
He  were  as  much  more  villain:  you, 'my  Lofd, 
^  Do  but  mifl-ake. 
;    Leo,  You  have  miflook,  my  Lady, 
Pclixcnes  for  Leontes,    O  thou  thing  1 
Which  ril  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place, 
I^eft  harbarifm,  making  me  the  precedent, 
Should  a  like  language  ufe  to  all  degrees. 
And  mannerly  diftinguiihment  leave  out 
Betwixt  the  Prince  and  beggar.    I  have  faid 
SJ;?'s  an  adult'refs,  I  have  faid  with  whom  ^ 
'  More  J  /he's  a  traitor^  and  Camu'h  is 
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A  federaty  v/ith  her,  one  that  knows 
"What  Hie  fliouM  be  afhamM  to  know  her  felf> 
But  with  her  moft  vile  principal  5  that  flie*s 
A  bed-fwerver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 
The  vulgar  give  bold'ft  titles  5  ay,  and  privy 
To  this  their  iateefcape, 

Her,  No,  by  my  life, 
Pfivy  to  none  of  this :  how  will  this  grieve  you. 
When  you  fhall  come  to  clearer  knowledge,  that  j 
You  thus  have  publifh'd  me  ?  gentle  my  Lord, 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly  then,  to  fay 
You  did  miftake. 

Leo»  No,  if  I  do  miftake 
In  thof^  foundations  vi^hich  I  build  upon. 
The  center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  fchool-boy\s  top.    Away  with  her  to  prifon; 
He  who  fhall  fpeak  for  her,  is  far  off  guilty 
In  that  he  fpeaks. 

Her.  There*s  fome  ill  planet  reigns ; 
I  muft  be  patient,  *till  the  heavens  look 
"With  afpe^  of  more  favour.    Good  my  Lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  fex 
Co  Timonly  are,  the  want  of  which  vain  dew 
Perchance  /Iiall  dry  your  pities  ;  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodg'd  here,  which  burns 
Worfe  than  cears  drown  :  'befeech  you  all,  my  Lords^ 
With  thoughts  fo  qualified  as  your  charities 
Shall  beft  inftrudl  you,  meafure  me  j  and  fo 
The  King's  will  be  performed ! 

Leo.  Shall  I  be  heard  ? 

Her.  Who  is*  t  that  goes  with  me  ?  'befeech  your  Highnels^ 
My  women  may  be  with  me,  for  you  fee 
JVIy  plight  reqnircs  it.    Do  not  weep,  good  fools. 
There  is  no  caufe  ;  when  you  fhall  know  your  miftrefs 
'  Has  defervM  prifon,  then  abound  in  tears. 
As  I  come  cut  j  this  aftion,  I  now  go  on. 
Is  for  my  better  grace.    Adieu,  my  Lord, 
I  never  vviHi'd  to  fee  yo-u  forry  ;  now 
I  truft  I  null.   My  women*  come,  you'vs  Ie3vc» 
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Leo,  Go,  do  our  bidding  5  hence ! 

[Ex,  ^eenguardedy  and  Ladies^ 

Lord,  'Befeech  your  Highnpfs,  call  the  QUeen  again. 

Ant,  Be  certain  what  you  do,  Sir,  left  your  juftice 
Prove  violence,  in  the  which  three  great  ones  ru&er^ 
Your  felf,  your  Qvieen,  your  Ton. 

Lord,  For  her,  my  Lor:?, 
I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't.  Sir, 
Pleafe  you  t^accepC  it,  that  the  Queen  is  fpotlcfs 
r  th'  eyes  of  heaven,  and  to  you  j  I  mean 
In  this  which  you  accufe  her. 

Ant-  If  it  proxe 
She's  otherwife.  Til  keep  my  ftable-ftand  *  where 
I  lodge  my  wife,  Til  go  in  couples  with  her : 
Than  when  I  feel,  and  fee  her,  no  further  truft  her  { 
For  every  inch  of  woman  in  the  world, 
Av,  every  dram  of  woman's  fielh  is  falfc. 
If  fhe  be. 

Leo.  Hold  your  peaces. 

Lord,  Good  my  Lord  ! 

Ant.  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  ourfelves: 
You  are  abufed  by  fome  putter-on. 
That  will  be  damn'd  for't ;  would  I  knew  the  villain;^ 
I  WOUI4  land-damn  him  :  be  {he  honotir-flaw'd, 
I  have  three  daughters  ;  th'  eldeft  is  eleven  j 
The  fecond,  and  the  third,  nine,  and  fome  five  ; 
If  this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for't.    By  mine  honour^ 
I'll  geld  'em  all :  fourteen  they  ihall  not  fee 
Yo  bring  falfe  generations :  they  are  co-heirs. 
And  I  had  rather  glib  my  felf>  than  they 

♦  Siahh Jiand  {JiahUli  Jlath  as  Stelman  interprets  it )  is  a  term  of 
the  Foreit-Laws,  and  fionifies  a  place  where  a  Deei-itijaler  fixes  his 
ftand  under  fome  convenient  cover,  and  keeps  watch  for  the  pur- 
pofe  of  killing  Deer  as  they  pafs  by.  From  the  place  it  came  to  be 
applied  alfo  to  ihe  perfon,  and  any  vr^zn  taken  in  a  Forclt  in  that 
lituation  v/ith  a  gun  or  bow  in  his  hand,  was  preliim^d  lO  be  an 
offender,  and  had  the  oame  of  a  Stable-Jiand.  In  fci'  lormer  editions 
this  hati^  been  primed  JiableSy  and  it  may  perhaps  be  obje<f":ed  that 
anjDther  ly liable  added  fpoils  the  fmooihnels  of  ihe  verie._  But  by 
pronouncing7?j^/^  fhort  the  meafure  will  very  we41  bear  it  accord- 
ing to  the  liberty  allowed  in  ihi*  kikd  of  writing,  and  which  Shake- 
'fi^r  never  fcruplss  la  ufe. 
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Should  not  produce  fair  ifTue. 

Leo.  Ceafe,  no  more : 
You  fmeil  this  bulinefs  with  a  fenfe  as  cold 
As  is  a  d^ad  man's  nofe;  I  Tee't,  and  feel't. 
As  you  feel  doing  thus  5  and  fee  withal 

[Laying  hold  of  hit  arm^ 

The  inftruments  I  feel. 

Ant,  If  it  be  fo. 
We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honefty. 
There's  not  a  grain  of  it,  the  face  to  fweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 

Lto.  What  ?  lack  I  credit  ? 

hord>  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  than  I,  my  Lord, 
Upon  this  ground  5  and  more  it  would  content  mc 
To  have  your  honour  true,  than  your  fufpicion  \ 
Be  blam'd  for*t  how  you  might. 

Leo,  Why,  what  need  we  ^ 
Comnriune  with  you  for  this  ?  not  rather  follow 
Our  forccfal  inftigation  ?  our  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counfels,  but  our  natural  goodnefo 
Imparts  this ;  which  if  you,  or  ftupified. 
Or  feeming  fo  in  fkill,  cannot,  or  will  not 
Relifh  a  truth  like  us  j  inform  your  felves, 
We  need  no  more  of  your  advice :  the  matter. 
The  lois,  the  gain,  the  ordering  on*t,  are  all 
properly  curs. 

Ant,  And  I  wifh,  my  L^ge, 
You  had  only  in  your  filent  judgment  try*d  it. 
Without  more  overture. 

Leo,  How  could  that  be  ? 
Either  thou  art  moft  ignorant  by  age, 
Or  thou  weit  born  a  fool.    Camilla^  flight 
Added  to  their  familiarity, 

(Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touch'd  conje£lure, 

That  bck'd  Tight  only,  nought  for  approbation  * 

But  only  feeing,  all  other  circi^mftances 

Made  up  to  th'  deed)  doth  pufli  on  this  proceeding  5 

Yet  for  a  greater  confirmation, 

(For  in  an  a £1  of  this  im.port;ancc,  't\vcrc 

*      «  The  word  approbation  here  fignirics,  fratf, 

Moft 
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Moft  p'teous  to  be  wild)  IVe  difpatch'd  in  pof!-. 
To  facred  Delphoty  to  Af)cllo\  temple, 
Cleomines  and  Dion,  whom  you  know 
Of  ftufr  'd  fufficiency  :  now,  from  the  Oncle 
They  will  bring  all,  whofe  fpiritual  ccunfel  had^ 
Shall  ftop  or  fpur  me  on.    Have  I  done  well  ? 

Lord,  Well  done,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  Tho'  I  am  farisfy'd,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know^  yet  fhall  the  Oracle 
Give  reft  to  th'  mi/jds  nf  others  j  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  th'  truth.    So  we  have  thought  it  good 
From  oiu  free  perfon  fhe  fliould  be  confiif'd. 
Left  that  the  treachery  of  the  two,  fled  hence. 
Be  left  her  to  perform.    Come,  follow  us, 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publick  j  for  this  bufinefs 
Will  raife  us  all. 

Ant.  To  laughter,  as  I  take  it, 
If  the  good  truth  were  known.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    III.     A  Piifon. 
Enter  Paulina  atid  a  Gentleman^  ivith  other  Attettdavtt, 

Pau.  The  keeper  of  the  prifon,  call  to  him  :  l^Exit.Gent. 
Let  him  have  knowledge  who  I  am.    Good  Lady, 
No  Court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee  ; 
What  doft  thou  then  in  prifon  }  now,  good  Sir, 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

[^Rc -enter  Gentleman  tvitb  the  Coalsr^ 

Goa,  For  a  worthy  Lady, 
And  one  whom  much  I  honour. 

Fau.  Pray  you  then 
Condudl  me  to  the  Queen. 

Goa.  I  may  not.  Madam  ; 
To  th'  contrary  I  have  exprefs  commai*dment. 

Pau,  Here's  a-do 
To  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
Th'  accefs  of  gentle  vifitors !  Is't  lawful. 
Pray  you,  to  fee  her  women  ?  any  of  them  ? 
Emilia  ? 

Goa.  If  it  fo  pleafe  you.  Madam, 
To  put  a-part  thefe  your  attendants,  I 

Shail 
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Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Pau.  I  pray  now,  call  her  : 
Withdraw  ycul  lelves.         [To  her  Attendant  who  go 

Goa.  And,  Madam,  muft  I  be 
Preknt  at  .ill  your  conference. 

Pau.  Well,  well  5 
Be  it  To,  pr'ythee. 

Efitcr  Emilia. 
Here*s  fuch  a -do  to  make  no  ftain  a  flain. 
As  piifTts  colouring.    Dear  gentlewoman. 
How  fares  our  gracious  Lady  ? 

Ewil.  As  weil  as  one  fo  great  and  (o  forlorn 
May  hold  together  ;  on  her  frights  and  griefs. 
Which  never  tender  Lady  hath  born  greater. 
She  is,  fomething  before  ht:r  time^  deliver M, 

Pau.  A  hoy  > 

£imil,  A  daughter,  and  a  goodly  babe, 
Lufty,  and  like  to  live :  the  Queen  receives 
Much  comfort  in't  3  fays,  my  poor  prifoner, 
I'*m  innocent  as  you. 

Pau.  I  dare  be  fwcrn  : 
TJiefe  dangerous,  unfafe  lunes  i'th'King,  befhrcw  them 
lie  muft  be  told  of  it,  and  fhall  ;  the  office 
Becomes  a  woman  beft.    Til  take't  upon  me. 
If  1  prove  honey-mouth' d,  let  my  tongue  blifter, 
A!)d  never  to  my  red-look'd  anger  be 
The  trumpet  any  more  !  Pray  you,  Emilia^ 
Commend  my  bcft  obedience  to  the  Queen, 
If  (he  dares  truft  me  with  her  little  babe, 
I'll  /hew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  th'  loud'lK    We  do  not  know 
How  he  may  foften  at  the  fight  o'th'  child  : 
The  fi fence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Perfundes,  when  fpeaking  fails. 

Em:!,  Mok  worthy  Madam, 
Your  honcur  and  your  gocdnefs  is  fo  evident^ 
That  your  free  undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  iilue  :  there's  no  Lady  living 
So  meet  for  this  great  errand.    Pleafe  your  Ludyihip 
To  vifit  the  next  rotm,  V\\  nrcfcntly 
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Acquaint  the  Queen  of  ycur  moft  no"ble  offer. 
Who  but  to-day  hammer'd  on  this  defign, 
But  durft  not  tempt  a  minifter  of  honour, 
Left  (he  fhould  be  deny'd. 

Pau,  Tell  her,  Emilia^ 
V\\  ufe  that  tongue  I  have  ;  if  wit  flow  from't 
As  boldnefs  from  my  bofom,  let's  not  be  doubted 
I  /hall  do  good, 

EmiL  Now  be  you  bleft  for  it  \ 
I'll  to  the  Queen  :  ^leafe  you,  come  fomething  ntxter^ 

Goa,  Madam,  if 't  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  babe, 
I  know  not  what  I  fliall  incur  to  pafs  it. 
Having  no  warrant. 

Pau.  You  need  not  fear  it,  Sir  ; 
The  child  was  prifoner  to  the  wcmb,  and  is 
By  law  and  proccfs  of  great  nature  thence 
Free'd  and  cnfranchis  d,  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty  of. 
If  any  be,  the  trefpafs  of  the  Queen, 

Goa,  I  do  believe  it. 

Pau,  Do  not  you  fear,  upon  mine  honour,  I 
Will  ftand  'twixt  vou  and  danger,  [Etceunt, 
SCENE    IV,      The  Palace. 
Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  Lords  and  other  Attendantt, 

Leo.  Nor  night,  nor  day,  no  reft  5  it  is  but  weakneis 
To  bear  the  matter  thus  ;  meer  weaknefs,  if 
The  caufe  were  not  in  being  5  part  o"*th'  caufe 
She,  the  adult' refs  ;  for  the  harlot-King 
Is  quite  beyond'mine  arm  ;  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  my  brain  5  plot- proof ;  but  fhe 
I  can  hook  to  me :  fay  that  flie  were  gone. 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moiety  of  my  reft 
Might  ccme  to  me  ngain.    •Wlio's  there  ? 

Enter  an  Attendant, 

Jltten.  My  Lord. 

Leo.  How  does  the  boy  ? 

Atten,  He  took  good  reft 
To-night,  'tis  hop'd,  his  ficknefs  is  difcharc.M, 

Leo.  To  fee  his  noblenefs  I 
Conceiving  the  diilionour  of  his  mother. 

He 
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He  ftraight  declinM,  and  droop'd,  took  it  moft  deeply, 
Faften'd,  and  fixM  the  fhamc  on't  in  himfelf; 
Threw  oft*  his  fpirit,  his  appetite,  his  fluep^ 
And  down-right  langui/h'd.    Leave  me  foleIy\:  go, 

See  how  he  fares.  Fie,  fie,  no  thought  of  him  ; 

^  Ex,  JMend, 

The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  wAy 
Recoils  upon  me  5  in  himfelf  too  lYiighty, 
And  in  his  payrties,  his  alliance  5  let  him 
Be  *till  a  time  may  ferve.    For  prcfent  vengeance. 
Take  it  on  her.    Camillo  and  Polixeres 
Laugh  at  me,  make  their  paftime  at  my  forrow  ; 
They  fhould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them,  nor 
Shall  Ihe  within  my  power. 

SCENE    V.     Enter  Paulina  ivitb  a  Chi/.i. 
Lord,  You  mud  not  enter. . 

Pau,  Nay  rather,  good  my  Lords,  be  fecond  to  me  : 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  paflion  more,  ahs, 
Than  the  Queen's  life  ?  a  gracious  innocent  foul. 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 

j4rtt.  That's  enough. 

Atten,  Madam,  he  hath  not  flept  to-night  5  commanded 
None  Oiould  tome  at  hirn. 

Pau.  Not  fo  hot,  good  Sir, 
I  come  to  bring  him  fleep.    'TIs  fuch  as  you 
Thit  Creep  like  fhadows  by  him,  and  do  figh 
At  each  his  needlefs  heavin?,s,  fuch  as  you 
Nourifh  the  caufc  of  his  awaking.  I 
Do  come  with  words,  as  medicinal,  as  true  ; 
Honeft  as  cither,  to  purge  him  of  that  hunlour 
That  preffes  him  from  flcep. 

Leo.  Wliat  noife  there,  ho  ? 

Pau.  No  noife,  my  Lord,  but  needful  conference^ 
About  fome  gofTips  for  your  Highiiefs. 

Leo.  How  ? 
Away  with  that  audacious  Lady.  Ami^onus, 
I  charr/d  thee  that  ihe  fhguld  not  come  ab^jut  mc. 
I  knew  <he  would. 

yjfir.  1  told  her  f    my  Lord, 
On  vour  difpleafure*!  peril  aijit  on  mine, 

VuL.         '  jJ  She 
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She  Ihould  not  vifit  you. 

Leo.  What  ?  canft  not  rule  her  ? 

Pau,  From  all  difhonefty  he  can  ;  in  this, 
(Unlefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done, 
Ccmmit  me  for  committing  honour,)  truft  me. 
He  fliall  not  rule  me. 

-   Ant.  Lo-you  now,  you  hear,  * 
"When  (he  will  take  the  rein,  I  let  her  run. 
But  flie'U  not  ftumble. 

Pau,  Good  my  Liege,  I  come  — — 
And  I  befeech  you  hear  me,  who  profefs 
My  felf  your  loyal  fervant,  your  phyfician. 
Your  moft  obedient  counfellor  :  yet  that  dares 
Lefs  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  evils, 
~  Than  fuch  as  moft  feem  yours.    I  fay,  I  come 
From  your  good  Queen. 

Lec,  Good  Queen  ? 

Pau.  Good  Queen,  my  Lord, 
Good  Queen,  \  fay  good  Queen  ; 
And  would  by  combat  make  her  good,  fo  were  I 
A  man,  the  worft  about  you, 

Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

Pau.  Let  him  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eyes 
Firft  hand  me  :  on  mine  own  accord  I'll  oflf. 
But  firft  I'll  do  my  errand.    The  good  Queen, 
For  (lie  is  good,  hath  brought  ^'ou  forth  a  daughter. 
Here  'tis  j  commends  it  to  your  bl'^ffing. 

[^Laying  down  the  Child*. 

Leo.  Out  ! 

A  Mankind  witch  !  hence  with  her  out  o'  door : 

A  moft  intelh'gencing  bav;d.  ■ 

Pau.  Not  fo,  V 
I  am  as  ignorant  in  that  as  you, 
In  fo  intituling  me  j  and  no  lefs  honeft 
Than  ycu  are  mad  ;  which  is  enough,  I'll  warrant. 
As  this  world  gees,  to  pafs  for  honeft. 

Leo.  Traytors ! 
"Will  you  not  pufh  her  out  ?  give  her  the  baftard.  [To  Ant,. 
Thou  dotard,  thou  art  woman-tyr'd  5  unroofted 
By  thy  darr^e  Partkt  here.    Take  up  the  balbrd^ 

Take't 
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Take't  up^  I  fay,  give't  to  thy  croan. 

Fau,  For  ever 
UnvenerabJe  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 
Tak'ft  up  the  Princefs,  by  that  forced  bafenefi 
Which  he  has  put  upon't  !  ^ 

Leo,  He  dreads  his  wife. 
'  Tail.  So  I  would  you  did  :  then 'twere  paft  all  douht 
You'd  call  your  children  yours. 
'  Leo,  A  neft  of  traylors  ! 

Ant,  I  am  none  by  this  good  light. 

Fau,  - 'Nor  I  j  nor  any 
But  one  thai's  here  ;  and  that's  himfelf.    For  he. 
The  facred  honour  of  himfelf,  his  Queen's, 
His  hopeful  fon's,  his  babe's,  betrays  to  fiander, 
Whofe  fting  is  (harper  than  the  fword's ;  and  will  not  ' 
(For  as  the  cafe  novr  ftands,  it  is  a  curfe 
He  cannot  be  compeU'd  to' t)  once  remove  '  ^ 

The  root  of  his  opinion,  which  is  rotten. 
As  ever  oak  or  ftone  was  found. 

Leo.  A  callat 

Of  boundlefs  tongue,  who  late  hath  heat  herhu/banJ, 
And  now  baits  rne !  This  brat  is  none  of  mine. 
It  is  the  ifTue  of  Pclixenes, 
Hence  with  it,  and  together  with  the  dam, 
Commit  them  to  the  fire. 

Pau.  It  is  yours; 
And,  might  we  lay  th'  proverb  to  your  charge, 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  worfe.    Behold,  my  Lords, 
Altho'  the  prmthe  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father  ;  eye,  nofe,  lip, 
The  trick  of's  frown,  his  forehead,  nay,  the  valleys. 
The  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek,  his  fmilt^s. 
The  very  mold  and  frame  of  hand,  nnil,  finger. 
And  thou,  good  Goddefs  Nature,  which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  hall 
The  ordering  of  the  mind  too,  'mongft  al!  colours 
tJo  yellow  in't  !  left  fhc  fufpccl,  as  he  does. 
Her  children  not  her  huftjand's. 

Leo.  A  grofs  hag  ! 
And,  lozel,  thou  art  v/orthy  to  be  hang'd, 
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That  wilt  not  ftay  her  tongue. 

Ant,  Kang  all  the  hufbands 
That  cannot  do  that  feat,  you^ll  leave  your  fclf 
Hardly  &ne  fubjeft. 

Leo.  Once  more  take  her  hence. 

Pau.  A  moll:  unworthy  and  unnatural  Lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leo,  ril  ha'  thee  burnt. 

Pau.  I  care  not ; 
It  is  an  heretick  that  makes  the  fire. 
Not  /he  which  burns  in't.    I'll  not  call  you  tyrant,, 
But  this  moft  cruel  ufage  of  your  Queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  acculation 
Than  your  own  weak-hingM  fancy)  fomething  favours 
Of  tyranny,  and  will  ignoble  make  you. 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  all  the  world. 

Leo.  On  your  allegiance. 
Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.    Were  I  a  tyrant. 
Where  were  her  life  ?  Hie  durft  not  call  me  fo. 
If  fhe  did  know  me  one.    Away  with  her ! 

Pau.  I  pray  you,  do  not  puih  me,  I'll  begone^ 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  Lord,  *tis  yours  5  Jcve  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  fpirit !   What  need  thefe  hands  ? 
You  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o'er  his  follies. 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
J5o,  fo:  farewel,  we  are  gone.  \Exit*  ' 

SCENE  VI. 

Leo,'  Thou,  tray  tor,  hail  fet  on  thy  wife  to  this. 
My  child  ?  away  with*t.    Even  thou  that  haft 
A  heart  fo  tender  o'er  it,  take  it  hence. 
And  fee  it  inftantly  confum'd  with  fire  ; 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.    Take  it  up  ftralghti 
Within  this  hour  bring  me  w^rd  'tis  done. 
And  hy  good  teftimony,  or  I'll  feize 
Thy  life,  with  all  that^s  thine:  if  thou  refufe. 
And  wilt  ericounter  with  my  wrath,  fay  fo  5 
The  ba{lard-i?rains  with  theie  my  proper  hands 
Siiali  I  da/K  out  :  go  take  it  to  the  fire. 
For  thou  fett'ft  on  thy  wife. 

A'lt,  I  di4  net.   Sir ; 
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The  Lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  pleafe. 
Can  clear  me  in't. 

Lord.  We  can,  my  royal  Liege, 
He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 

Leo.  You're  liars  all. 

Lord.  .'Befeech  your  Highnefs,  give  us  better  credit. 
We'vcj  always  truly  ferv'd  you,  and  befeech  you 
So  to  efteem  of  us  :  and  on  our  knees 
We  beg  (as  recompence  of"  our  dear  fervice 
Paft,  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe. 
Which  being  fo  horrible,  fo  bloody,  muft 

Lead  on  to  fome  foul  jfTue.    We  all  kneel  — 

Leo.  1  am  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows  : 
Shall  I  live  on  to  fee  this  baft  ird  kneel 
And  call  me  father  ?  belter  burn  it  now. 
Than  curfe  it  then.    But  be  it ,  let  it  live  : 
It  (hall  not  neither.  You,  Si^,  come  you  hither j  [To  Ant. 
You  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 
With  Lady  Ma?-rre/y,  your  midwife  there,  , 
To  (ave  this  ballaid's  life  ;  (for  'tis  a  bafiard, 
So  fure  as  this  beard's  grey)  what  wiij  you  adventure 
To  fave  this  brat's  life  ? 

^nt.  Any  thing,  my  Loftl, 
That  my  ability  may  undergo 
And  noblenefs  impdfe  :  at  leaft  thus  much  ; 
I'll  pawn  the  little  blood  which  I  have  lefc^ 
To  fave  the  innocent  5  what's  poflible. 

Leo,  It  fhall  be  polTible  5  iwear  by  this  fword 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

^/4nt.  I  will,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  Mark  and  perform  it  5  feed  thou  -?  for  the  fail 
Of  any  point  in't  fhall  not  only  be 
Death  to  thy  felf,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  wife, 
Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.    We  enjoyn  thee. 
As  thou  art  liege-man  to  us,  that  thou  cairy 
This  female  baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  fome  remote  and  defart  \  lace,  quite  out 
Of  cur  dominions  ;  and  that  tViicre  thou  leave  it. 
Without  more  mercy,  to  its  own  protection 
A^nd  f;ivt>'Tr  Qt  thi  cl^iits.    As  by  ft  range  fortuns 
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It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  juftice  charge  thcc> 
On  thy  fours  peril  and  thy  body's  torture, 
That  thou  commend  it  to  fome  ftrangcr  plac<f_5 
Where  chance  may  nurfe  or  end  it.    Take  it  up. 

Ant»  I  fwcar  to  do  this ;  the'  a  prefent  death 
Had  been  more  merciful.    Come  on,  poor  babe. 
Some  powerful  fpirit  inftru£l  the  kites  and  ravens' 
To  be  thy  nurfes !  Wolves  and  bears,  they  fay, 
(Calling  their  favagenefs  afide)  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity.    Sir,  be  profperous 
In  more  than  this  deed  does  require  !  and  Mefllng 
Againft  thic  cruelty  fight  on  thy  fide^ 
Poor  thing  condemned  to  IgIg  !        [^Exit,  with  tbt  Child». 

Leo.  No;  Til  not  rear 
Another's  ifTue. 

Enter  a  Mfjjenger. 

Mef.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  pofts 
from  thofe  you  fent  to  th'  Oracle,  are  come 
An  hour  fmce.    Ckotnines  and  Dton, 
Being  well  arrivM  ixom  DelpboSf  are  both  landed^ 
Hafting  to  th*  Court. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  you.  Sir,  their  fpeed 
Hath  been  beyond  account.  -» 

Leo.  Twenty  three  days 
They  have  been  abfent  t  this  good  fpeed  foretefs 
Tile  great  Apollo  fuddenly  v\'ill  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.    Prepare  you,  Lords, 
Summon  a  . fefiion,  that  we  may  arraign 
Our  moft  difloyal  Lady  5  for  as  fhe  hath 
Been  publickly  accus'd,  fo  fhall  fhe  have 
A  juft  and  open  tryal.    While  Are  lives. 
My  heart  will  be  a  burthen  to  me.    Leave  me, 
An4  think  upon  my  bidding,  [Exeunt  fe'veraHy^ 

ACT    in.     SCENE  L 
A  Part  of  Sicily. 
Enter  Cleomines  and  Dion. 
Ck,  ^nP^HE  climate's  delicate,  the  air  mo/^  fweet, 
*         X     Fertile  the  foil,  the  temple  much  furpalTing^ 
The  cc/nmon  praife  it  be^rs, 
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Dion,  I  fhall  report. 
For  moft  they  caught  me,  the  celeftial  habits, 
Methinks  I  fo  fhould  term  them,  and  the  reverence 
Of  the  grave  wearers.    O,  the  facrifice  ; 
How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  unearthly- 
It  was  i'th*  ofFering ! 

Geo.  But  of  all,  the  burft 
And  the  ear-deafning  voice  o*th*  Oracle, 
Kin  to  yo've'*s  thunder,  fo  furprizM  my  fenfe 
That  I  was  nothing. 

Dion,  If  th'  event  o'th'  journey 
Prove  as  fuccefsful  to  the  Queen  (O  be*t  fo!) 
As  it  hath  been  to  us  rare,  pleafant,  fpeedy  j 
The  ufe  is  worth  the  time  cn't. 

Cle,  Gvz2it  Apollo, 
Turn  all  to  th'  bcft  !  thcfe  proclamations^ 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermione, 
I  little  like. 

Dion.  The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear  or  end  the  bafmefs,  when  the  OracI* 
Thus  by  Apcllo^s  great  Divine  feal'd  up. 
Shall  the  contents  difcovcr :  fomathing  rare 
!pven  then  will  rufh-  to  knowledge.    Go  j  frefh  hovfes. 
And  gracious  be  the  iffue  !  [^Exeunt ^, 

S  C  E  N  E    II.      A  Court  of  Juftlce. 
Leontes,  Lprdiy  and  Officers,  appear  properly  feated. 
Leo*  This  feflion,  to  our  great  grief,  we  pronounce. 
Even  pufhes  'gainft  our  heart.    The  party  try'd. 
The  daughter,  of  a  King,  our  wife,  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd ;  let  us  be  clear'd 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  juftice,  which  fliall  have  due  courfc. 
Even  tt  tlie  guilt,  or  the  purgation. 
Produce  the  prifoner. 

Offi,  It  is  his  Highnefs'  pleafjlte,  that  the  Queers 
Appear  in  perfon  here  in  Court.    Silence  ! 

Hprmione  is  brought  in  guarded  j  Paulina  and  Ladies, 
Leo.  Read  the  indidment. 

Offi,  Hermione,  i^een  to  the  nvorthy  Leontes,  King  of^ 
Sicilia,  thou  art  kcrt  aicujed  and  Arraigned  of  high  tr^ajon^ 
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in  committifig  adultery  ivitb  Polixenes  King  of  Blthynh,  ami 
cottfpiring  ivifh  Camiilo  to  take  aivay  the  life  of  our  jonxe- 
reign  Lord  the  Kingy  thy  royal  hujband }  the  pretence  iJhereof 
heing  by  circutnftances  partly  laidopen^  thou,  Hermione,  con- 
trary to  the  faith  and  allegiance  of  a  true  fubjecl,  didft  coun* 
fel  and  aid  them,  for  their  better  Jafety^  to  fly  a*way  by  night. 

Her,  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  mart:  be  but  that 
Which  contradiifls  my  accufation,  and 
The  tellimony  on  my  part  no  other  ^ 
But  what  comes  from  my  felf,  'it  fhall  fcarce  boot  me 
To  fay,  not  guilty  :  mine  integrity 
Being  counted  falfhood,  fhall,  as  I  exprefs  it. 
Be  fo  received.    But  thus :  if  powers  divine 
Behold  our  human  anions,  as  they  do, 
I  doubt  not  then  but  innocence  fhail  make 
Falle  accLifations  bluflj,  and  tyranny 
Tremble  at  patiencef  You,  my  Lord,  bed  know. 
Who  leaft  will  feem  to  do  fo,  my  part:  life 
Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chafte,  as  true. 
As  I  am  now  unhappy  ;  which  is  more 
Than  hitoy  can  pattern,  tho*  devis'd 
And  play'd  to  take  fpetlators.    For  behold  me 
A  fellow  of  the  royal  bed,  which  owe 
A  moiety  of  the  throne,  a  great  King's  daughter. 
The  mother  to  a  hopeful  Prince,  here  ftanding 
To  prate  and  talk  for  life  and.  honour,  'fore 
Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.    For  life,  I  prize  it 
As  I  weigh  grief  which  I  would  fpare  :  for  honour^ 
'Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine. 
And  only  that  I  ftand  for.    I  appeal 
To  your  own  confcience,  Sir,  before  Polixenes 
Came  to  your  Court,  how  I  was  in  your  grace. 
How  merited  to  be  fo  :  fmce  he  came. 
With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrant  have 
I  {IrainM  t'appear  thus^if  one  jot  behind 
The  bounds  of  honour,  or  in  a6l  or  will 
That  way  enclining,  hardned  be  the  hearts 
Of  al!  that  hear  me,  and  my  near 'ft  of  kifl 
I  Cry  fie  upon  my  grave  ! 
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Leo.  I  n«:*er  heard  yet 
That  arfy  of  thofe  bolder  vices  wanted 
Lefs  impudence  to  gain- fay  what  they  did 
Than  to  perfbrm  it  firft. 

Her.  That's,  true  enough, 
Tho'  'tis  a  faying,  Sir,  not  due  to  me. 

Leo,  You  will  not  own  it. 

Her.  More  than  I'm  miftrefs  of. 
Which  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  muft  nut 
At  all  acknowledge.    For  Palixenesy 
With  whom  I  am  accused,  I  do  confefs 
I  lov'd  him,  as  in  honour  he  required  5 
With  fuch  a  kind  of  love,  as  might  become 
A  Lady  like  me  j  with  a  Ipve,  even  fuch. 
So  and  no  other,  as  your  fclf  commanded 
Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think  had  been  in  me 
Both  difobediencc  and  ingratitude 

To  you,  and  towards  your  friend  ;  whofe  love  had  fpokCj, 

Even  fince  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  infant,  freely. 

That  it  was  yours.    Now  for  confpiracy, 

I  know  not  how  it  taftes,  tho'  it  be  diih'd 

For  me  to  try  how  ;  all  I  know  of  it. 

Is,  that  Camillp  was  an  honeft  man  5 

And  why  he  left  your  Court,  the  Gods  themfelvcs 

Wotting  no  more  than  I,  are  ignorant. 

Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
What  you  have  undertaken  to  do  in's  abfence. 

Her.  Sir, 

You  fpeak  a  language  that  I  underftand  not  ; 
My  life  ftands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams. 
Which  ril  lay  down. 

Leo.  Your  aftions  are  my  dreams. 
You  h.id  a  baftard  by  Poiixenes, 
And  I  but  dream'd  it :  as  you  are  paft  all  /ham?, 
(Thofe  of  your  fa£l  arc)  fo  you're  paft  all  truth  ^ 
Which  to  deny  concerns  more  than  avails : 
For  as  thy  brat's  cad  out,  like  to  itfelf. 
No  father  owning  it,  (which  is  indeed 
More  criminal  in  thee  than  it)  fo  thou 
Shalt  feel  our  juftice,  in  whofe  eafieft  palTage 
hook  for  no  lefs  than  death,  Hcf  ^ 


38  7he  Winter's  Tak^ 

Her,  Sir,  fpare  your  threats  ; 
The  bug  which  you  would  fright  me  with  I  feeic : 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity  ; 
The  crown  and  comfort  of  my  life,  your  favour, 
I  do,  give  loft,  for  I  do  feel  it  gone. 
But  know  not  how  it  went.    My  fecond  joy. 
The  firft- fruits  of  my  body,  from  his  prefence 
I*m  barr'd  like  one  infedious.    My  third  comfort, 
StarrM  moft  unluckily,  is  from  my  breaft 
(The  innocent  milk  in  its  moft  innocent  mouth) 
Hard  out  to  murder  j  my  felf  on  every  poft 
Proclaimed  a  ftrumpet  with  immodeft  hatred  ; 
The  child-bed  privilege  deny'd  which  Mongs 
To  women  of  all  fafhion :  laftJy,  hurried 
Here  to  this  place,  i'Ui*  open  air,  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  limbs.    And  now,  my  Liege, 
Tell  me  what  blellings  I  have  here  alive. 
That  I  ftiould  fear  to  die  ?  therefore  proceed  : 
But  yet  hear  this  5  miftake  me  not  j  no  !  life, 
I  prize  it  not  a  ftraw,  but  for  mine  honour 
Which  I  would  free  ;  if  I  ftiall  be  condemned 
"Upon  furmifes,  all  proofs  fleeping  elfe 
But  what  your  jealoufies  awake,  I  tell  you 

'Tis  rigour  and  not  law.    Your  honours  all, 
I  do  refer  me  to  the  Oracle  : 

Apollo  be  my  judge. 

SCENE    III.      Enter  Dion  and  Cleomlnes, 
Lords,  This  your  requeft 

Is  altogether  juft  ;  therefore  bring  forth, 

And  in  Apollo's  name,  his  Oracle. 

Uer.  The  Emperor  of  'B.uJJla  was  my  father. 

Oh  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 

His  daughter's  tryal  ;  that  he  did  but  fee 

The  flatnefs  of  my  mifery  ;  yet  with  eyes 

Of  pity,  not  revenge ! 

Offi.  You  here  fhall  fwear  upon  the  fword  of  juftice. 

That  you,  Cleomines  ^n^  Dion,  have 

Been  both  at  Delphos,  and  from  thence  have  brought 

This  feal'd-up  Oracle,  by  the  hand  deliverM 

Of  great  Apollo''^  Prieft  j  and  that  fince  then 

You 
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You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  feal. 
Nor  read  the  fecrets  in't. 

Cleo.  Dion,    All  this  we  fwear. 

Leo,  Break  up  the  feals,  and  read. 

Ofi.  Hermione  is  chajie,  Polixenes  blamekfs,  Camillo  a 
true  SubjeB,  Leontes  a  jealous  Tyrant^  his  innocent  babe 
truly  begotten,  and  the  King  jhall  li'ue  ^without  an  heir,  if 
that  ivhich  is  lofi  be  not  found. 

Lords.  Now  blefTcd  be  the  great  Apollo! 

Her,  Praifed  ! 

Leo.  Haft  thou  read  the  truth  ? 

Offi.  Ay,  my  Lord,  even  To  as  here  fet  down, 

Leo.  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i'th'  Oracle  5 
The  feflion  fliall  proceed  ;  this  is  meer  falfliood. 

Enter  ^ernjant. 

Ser.  My  Lord  the  King,  the  King  !  - 

Leo,  What  is  the  bufinefs  ? 

Ser.  O  Sir,  I  fhall  be  hated  to  report  it. 
The  Prince  your  Ton,  with  meer  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  Queen's  fpeed,  is  gone, 

Leo.  How  gone  ? 

Ser.  Is  dead. 

Leo,  Apollo''^  angry,  and  the  heav'ns  themfclves 
Do  ftrike  at  my  injuftice.    How  now  there  ?  [^bltr.  faint St, 

Pau.  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  Queen  :  look  down 
And  fee  what  death  is  doing, 

Leo.  Take  her  hence  5 
Her  heart  is  but  o'er-charg'd  ;  fhe  will  recover. 

\_Exeu7it  Paulina  and  Ladies  iv'ith  Kermloiie* 
SCENE  IV. 
I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  fufpicion  : 
'Befeech  you,  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  rt  mcdies  for  life.     Apollo,  pardon 
My  great  prophanenefs  'gainft  thine  Oracle. 
I'll  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes^ 
New  woo  my  Q.neen,  recall  the  good  Cam: Ho , 
"Whom  I  proclaim  a  m:in  <  f  truth,  of  mercy. 
For  being  tranfported  by  my  jealoufies 
To  bloc  dy  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  1  chsfc 
Camillo  fur  the  irJnifter  to  poifoa 

My 
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My  friend  Pclixenes ;  which  had  been  done. 
But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camilla  tardicd 
My  fwift  confimand  ;  tho'  I  with  death,  and  with 
Reward  did  threaten  and  encourage  him, 
Not  doing  it,  and  being  done  ;  he  (moll  humane, 
And  fiird  with  honour)  to  my  kingly  guefs 
,    Unclafp'd  my  pradlice,  quit  his  fortunes  here, 
Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard 
Of  all  incertainties  himfelf  commended, 
No  richer  than  his  honour  :  how  he  glifters 
Through  my  dark  ruft  !  and  how  his  piety 
Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker ! 

SCENE    V.      Enter  Paulina. 

Pau,  Woe  the  while  ! 
O  cut  my  lace,  left  my  heart,  cracking  it. 
Break  too. 

Lord,  Alas  !  What  fit  is  this,  good  lady  ? 

Pau,  What  ftudied  torments,  tyrant,  haft  for  me  ? 
What  wheels  ?  racks  ?  fires  ?  what  flaying  ?  boiling  ?  bufning 
In  leads  or  oils  ?  what  old  or  newer  torture 
Muft  I  receive  ?  whofe  every  word  deferves 
To  tafte  of  thy  moft  worft.    Thy  tyranny 
Together  working  with  thy  jealoufies 
Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  idle 
For  girls  of  nine.  Oh  !  think  what  they  have  done. 
And  then  run  mad  indeed  5  ftark  mad  ;  for  all 
Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  fpices  of  it. 
That  thou  bctray'dft  PoUxe?jes,  'twas  nothing, 
That  did  but  Hiew  thee  of  a  foul  inconftant 
And  damnable  ingrateful !  nor  was't  much,  ..... 
Thou  would' ft  have  poifonM  good  Camillo's  honour^ 
To  have  him  kill  a  King  :  poor  trefpaftes, 
More  monftrous  ftanding  by  j  whereof  I  reckon 
The  cafting  forth  to  crows  thy  baby-daughter. 
To  be,  or  none,  or  little ;  tho'  a  devil 
Would  have  rhed  v^ater  out  of  fire,  ere  don't :  ■ 
Nor  is't  directly  laid  to  thee,  the  death 
Of  the  young  Prince,  whofe  honourable  thoughts 
(Thoughts  high  tor  one  fo  tender)  cleft  the  heart 
That  could  conceive  a  grofs  and  fgioli/h  fire 

Bl&mifti^<i 
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Blemifh'd  his  gracious  dam  :  this  is  not,  no. 
Laid  to  thy  anfwer  j  but  the  laft,  O  Lords. 
When  I  have  laid,  cry  woe  !  the  Queen,  the  Queen, 
The  fweeteft  creature's  dead  j  and  vengeance  for' t 
Not  dropt  down  yet. 

Lord.  The  higher  powers  forbid  ! 

Pan.  I  fay  file's  dead:  Til  fwear't.  If  word,  nor  oath 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee  :  if  you  can  bring 
Tinfture  or  Jufire  in  her  lip,  her  eye. 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  I'll  ferve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  Gods.    But,  O  thou  tyrant ! 
Do  not  repent  thefe  tilings,  ft  r  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  vows  can  ftir  :    therefore  betake  thee 
To  nothing  but  defpair.     A  thoufand  knees. 
Ten  thoufand  years  together,  naked,  falling. 
Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  flill  winter 
In  ftorm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  Gods 
To  look  that  way  thou  wert. 

Leo,  Go  on,  go  on  : 
Thnu  canft  not  fpeak  too  much,  I  h&vc  defervM 
All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft, 

Lordt  Say  no  more  5 
Howe'er  t',e  bufmefs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
I'th'  boMnefs  of  your  fpeech. 

Pau.  I'm  forry  for't 
All  faults  I  make,  when  I  fhall  come  to  know  them, 
I  do  repent;  alas,  I've  fliew'd  too  much 
The  rafhnefs  of  a  woman  ;  he  is  touch'd 
To  th'  noble  heart.   What^s  gone  and  what's  pad  help 
Should  be  paft  grief.    Do  not  receive  affliction 
At  my  petition,  I  befecch  you  j  rather 
Let  me  be  punifti'd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  wh:it  you  fhculd  forget.    Now,  good  my  Liege, 
Sir,  royal  Sir,  forgive  a  tbolifh  woman 

The  love  I  bore  your  Queen  lo,  fool  again  — 

I'll  fpeak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children  : 
ril  not  remember  you  of  my  own  Lord, 
■Who  is  loft  too.    Take  you  your  patience  to  ycu^ 
And  ril  fay  nothing. 

Leo,  Thou  didl^  fpeak  but  well. 
Vol.  IV.  £  When 


42  The  Winter's  Tale. 

When  inofV  the  truth  ;  which  I  receive  mwch  better 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.    Pr'ythee  bring  mc 
To  the  dtad  bodies  of  my  Queen  and  fon, 
One  grave  (hal!  be  for  both.    Upon  them  /hall 
The  caufts  of  their  death  appear  unto 
Our  fhame  perpetual  j   once  a  day  I'il  vifit 
The  chappel  where  they  lye,  and  tears  fhcd  there 
Shall  be  my  recreation.    Long  as  nature 
Will  bear  up  with  this  exercife,  fo  long 
I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.    Come  and  lead  me 
To  thefe  ipy  forrows.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  VI. 

Changes  to  Bithynia,    A  defart  Comtry^  the  Sea  at 
a  little  dijiance. 
Enter  Antigonus  ivitb  a  Cbildy  and  a  Mariner » 

Ant.  Thou  art  perfe£l  then,  our  /hip  hath  touchM  upon 
The  deferts  of  Bithynia  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  and  fear 
We've  landed  in  ill  time  ,  the  fkies  look  grimly. 
And  threaten  prefent  blufters.    In  my  confcience. 
The  heav'ns  with  that  vye  have  in  hand  are  angry. 
And  frown  iipon's. 

Ant.  Their  facred  wills  be  done  !  get  thee  aboard. 
Look  to  thy  bark,  I'll  not  be  long  before 
I  call  on  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  befl  haPte,  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'th'  land  5  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weathefa 
Befides,  this  place  is  f?mous  for  the  creatures 
Of  prey  that  keep  upon't. 

Anty  Go  thou  away. 
I'll  follow  inftantly. 

Mar.  Vm  glad  at  heart 
To  be  fo  rid  o*th'  bufinefs.  [Exit» 

Ant.  Come,  poor  babe^; 
I  have  heard,  but  not  believ'd,  the  fpirlts  o'th*  dead 
May  walk  again  ;  if  furh  thing  be,  thy  mother 
Appeared  to  me  laft  n'ght ;  for  ne'er  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.    To  me  comes  a  creature. 
Sometimes  her  head  on  one  fide,  fome  another, 
I  never  faw  a  vtflei  of  like  forrow 
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So  fiird,  and  fo  becoming ;  in  pure  whitq  robes. 

Like  very  fand^ity,  fhe  did  approach 

My  cabin  where  I  lay  ;  thrice  bow'd  before  me, 

And,  gafping  to  begin  fome  fpeech,  her  eyes 

Became  t^o  fpouts  5  the  fury  fpent,  anon 

Did  this  break  from  her.    Good  Antigonus, 

Since  fate,  againfl:  thy  better  difpofition, 

Hath  made  thy  perfon  for  the  thrower-out 

Of  my  poor  babe,  according  to  thine  oath, 

Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bithynia,  i 

There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying;  and,  for  the  babe 

Is  counted  loft  for  ever^  ^erdita 

I  pr*ythee  call't.    For  this  ungentle  btifinefs 

Put  on  thee  by  my  Lord,  thou  ne'er  (halt  fee 

Thy  wife  Paulina  more.    And  fo,  with  fkrieks. 

She  melted  into  air.    Affrighted  much,  \ 

I  did  in  time  coile£l  my  felf,  and  thought 

This  was  fo,  and  no  (lumber :  dreams  are  toys. 

Yet  for  this  once,  yea,  fuperftitiouriy, 

I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.    I  do  believe 

Hermione  hath  fufterM  death,  and  that 

Apollo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  iflue 

Of  King  Polixenes,  it  ihould  here  be  laid, 

Either  for  life  or  death,  upon  the  earth 

Of  its  right  father,    Bicflbm,  fpeed  thee  well  ! 

[Laying  doivn  the  CbiLh 
There  lye,  and  there  thy  chara£^er  :  there  thefe. 
Which  may,  if  fortune  pieafe,  both  breed  thee,  pretty  one. 
And  ftill  reft  thine.    The  ftorm  begins  ;  poor  wretch. 
That  for  thy  mother's  fault  art  thus  expcsM 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow.    Weep  I  cannot. 
But  my  heart  bleeds:  and  moft  accurlt  am  I 
To  be  by  oath  enjoiii'd  to  this.    Farewel ! 
The  day  frowns  more  and  more  ;  thou  art  like  to  have 
A  lullaby  too  rough  :   I  never  faw 
The  heav'ns  fo  dim  by  day.    A  favage  clamour. 
Well  may  I  get  aboard  !  this  is  the  chace, 
I  am  gone  for  ever,  [Exit purfued  by  a  bear, 

SCENE   VI L        Enter  an  cli  Shepherd. 
Slcp,  I  would  there  were  no  age  between  thirteen  and 
E  2  three 
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three  and  twenty,  or  that  youth  would  Hcep  out  the  reft  5 
for  there  Is  nothing  in  the  between  but  getting  wenches 
with^h'ld,  wronging  tHe  ancientry,  ftealing,  fighting--— 
hark  you  now— would  any  but  thefe  boiFd  brains  of  nine- 
teen and  two  and  twenty  hunt  this  weather?  they  have 
fear' d  away  two  of  my  beft  fheep,  which  J  fear  the  wolf 
"will  fooner  find  than  the  mafter  J  if  any  where  I  have 
them,  'tis  by  the  fea-fide,  brouzing  of  ivy.  Good  Juclc, 
an't  be  thy  will,  whit  have  we  here  ?  [  Taking  up  the 
Cbiid.'\  Mercy  on's,  a  bearne  !  a  very  pretty  beame  !  a  boy 
or  a  child,  I  wonder  !  a  pretty  one,  a  very  pretty  one, 
fure  fome  'fcape:  tho""  I  am  not  bookifh,  yet  lean  read 
waiting-gentlewoman  in  the  'fca^  e.  This  has  been  fome 
ftair-work,  fome  trunk-work,  fome  behind- door- work  : 
they  were  warmer  that  got  this,  than  the  poor  thing  is 
here.  Til  take  it  up  for  pity,  yet  I'll  tarry  *till  my  fon 
come:  he  hollo w'd  but  even  now.  Whoa,  ho-hoa  ! 
Enter  Clown^ 

CJo.  Hilloa,  loa ! 

Skep.  What,  art  fonear  ?  if  thou'It  fee  a  thing  to  talk 
On  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither.  What 
aiPft  thou,  man  ? 

CIo.  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights,  by  fea  and  by  land  5 
but  I  am  not  to  fay  it  is  a  fea,  for  it  is  now  the  iky  ;  be- 
twixt the  firmament  and  it  you  cannot  thruft  a  bodkin's 

Shcp.  Why,  boy,  how  is  it  ?  [point. 

Clo.  1  would  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it  rages, 
how  it  rakes  up  the  fhore  ;  but  that's  not  to  the  point  5 
oh  the  mcft  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  fouls,  fometimes  to  fee 
'em,  and  not  to  fee  'em  :   now  the  fhip  boring  the  moon 
with  her  main-maft,  and  anon  fwallovv^'d  with  yeft  and 
froth,  as  you'd  thruft  a  cork  into  a  hogfhead.    And  then 
the  land-fight,  to  fee  how  tha  bear  tore  out  his  /houlder-  ; 
bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help,  and  faid  his  name  was  j 
j^rttigonus,  a  nobleman.  But  to  make  an  end  of  the  fhip, 
to  fee  how  the  fea  flap-dragon'd  it.  ,  But  firft  how  the 
poor  fouls  roar'd,  and  the  fea  mock'li  them.  And  how  the 
poor  gentleman  roar'd,  and  the  bear  mock*d  him  j  both  , 
roaring  louder  than  the  fea,  or  the  weather,  j 

Shep.  'Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy?  [ 

Ch. 
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Clo,  Now,  now,  I  have  not,  winked  fince  I  faw  thefe 
fights  J  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,  nor  the 
bear  half  dinid  on  the  gentlennan  j  he's  at  it  now. 

*S'i>fj&. Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd  the  nobleman • 

C/o,  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  fhip-fide,  to  have  help'd 
her;  but  there  your  charity  would  have  JackM  footing. 

Ship,  Heavy  matters,  heavy  matters !  but  look  thee 
here,  boy.  Now,  blefs  thy  felfj  thou  mect'ft  with  things 
dying,  I  with  things  new  born.  Here's  a  fight  for  thee  ; 
look  thee,  a  bearing-cloth  for  a  fquire's  child  !  look  thee 
here  ;  take  up,  take  up,  boy,  open't ;  fo,  let's  fee  :  it  was 
told  me  I  fhould  be  rich  by  the  fairies.  This  is  fomc 
changling  5  open't;  what's  within,  boy  ? 

C/(9,  You're  a  made  old  nnan  j  if  the  fins  of  your  youth 
are  forgiven  you,  you're  well  to  live.    Gold,  all  gold. 

Shep,  This  is  fairy  gold,  boy,  and  'will  prove  fo.  Up 
with  it,  keep  it  clofe :  home,  home,  the  next  way.  We 
are  lucky,  boy,  and  to  be  fo  flili  requires  nothing  but  fecre- 
fie.  Let  my  dieep  go :  come,  good  boy,  the  next  way  home, 

CIq.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings,  I'il  go  fee 
if  the  bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman,  and  how  much  he 
hath  eaten  :  they  are  never  curft,  but  when  they  are  hun- 
gry :  if  there  be  any  of  him  left,  Til  bury  it. 

Shtp.  That's  a  good  deed.  If  thou  may 'ft  diAern  by 
that  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  th"* 
fight  of  him. 

C/o.  Marry  will  I,and  youfliall  help  to  put  himi'th'ground. 
^bep»  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy,  and  we'll  do  good  deedt  on't. 

{Exeunt* 

A  C  T   ly.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Time  m  Chorus. 
7;w2«.T  That  pleafe  fome,  try  all,  both  joy  and  terror 

X  Of  good  and  bad,  that  make  and  unfold  error. 
Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  name  of  Time, 
To  ufe  my  wings.    Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  paflage,  that  I  Aide 
O'er  fixteen  years,  and  leavcthe  growth  untry'd 
Of  that  wide  gap  ;  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  o'er-throw  law,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 
To  plant  and  o'cr-whcim  cuftom.   Let  me  pafs 

£  3  Thf 
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The  fame  I  am,  ere  ancient*ft  order  was. 
Or  what  is  now  receivM.    I  vvitnefs  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in,  fo  fhall  I  do 
To  th'  frefheft  things  now  reigning,  and  make  fl'ale 
Tiie  gliftering  cf  this  pref;;nt,  as  my  tale 
Now  feems  to  it :  your  patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  gJafs,  and  give  my  fcene  fuch  growing 
As  you  had  flspt  betwf^en,    Leontes  leaving 
Th'  effeds  of  his  fond  jealoufies,  fo  grieving 
That  he  fhuts  up  himfelf ;  imagine  me, 
Gentle  fpc-tlators,  that  I  now  may  be 
In  fair  Bitbyniay  and  remember  well, 
There  is  a  fon  o'  th'  King's,  whcm  Flon'zel 
I  now  name  to  you,  and  with  fpeed  fo  pace 
To  fpeak  of  Perdita,  now  grov/n  in  grace 
Iqual  with  wondring.    What  of  her  enfiies 
1  lift  not  prophefie.    But  let  Time's  news 
Be  known  when  'tis  brought  forth.  Afhepherd'i  daughter, 
And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after. 
Is  th'  argum  nt  of  time  j  of  this  allow. 
If  ever  you  h.-^ve  fpent  time  v/orfe  ere  now  : 
If  never,  yet  that  Time  him.eif  doth  fay. 
He  wifhes  earneftly  you  never  may.  [Exit, 
SCENE  IT.    Ccurt  of  Bithyn'a. 
Enter  Polixcnes  and  Camillo. 
Pel.  I  pray  thee,  good  Catniilo,  be  no  more  importunate  ; 
*tis  a  licknefs  denying  thee  any  thing,  a  death  to  grant  this. 
Cam.  It  is  fixtecn  yeais  fince  I  faw  my  country  ;  though 
J.  have  for  the  moft  part  been  aired  abroad,  I  defire  to  lay 
my  bones  there.   Befides,  the  penitent  Kmg,  my  matter, 
hath  fent  for  me,  to  v/hofe-  feeling  forrows  I  might  be 
fome  allay,  or  I  o'er-ween  to  think  fo,  which  is  another 
fpur  to  my  departure. 

Pel.  As  thou  lov'ft  me,  Camillo y  wipe  not  out  the  reft 
of  thy  fervices  by  leaving  me  now  5  the  need  I  have  of  thee, 
thine  own  gocdnefs  hath  m^de :  better  not  to  have  had  thee, 
than  thus  to  want  thee.  Thou  having  made  me  bufinef- 
fes,  which  none,  without  thee,  can  fufficiently  manage, 
muft  either  flay  tq  execute  them  thy  felf,  or  take  away 
-with  thee  the  very  fervices  thou  hall  done  j  which  if  I 
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have  not  enough  confidercd,  as  too  much  I  cannot,  to  be 
more  thankful  to  thee  fhall  be  my  ftudy,  and  my  profit 
therein,  the  heaping  friendfhip.  Of  that  fatal  country  *S/- 
cilia  pr*ythee  fpeak  no  more,  whofe  very  naming  puni/hes 
me  with  th^  remembrance  of  that  penitent,  as  thou  cairft 
him,  and  reconciled  King  my  brother,  whofe  lofs  of  his 
moft  precious  Queen  and  children  are  even  now  to  be  afre/h 
lamented.  Say  to  me,  when  faw'ft  thou  the  Prince  Flo- 
rize!  my  fon  ?  Kings  are  no  1(  fs  unhappy,  their  iffue  not 
being  gracious,  than  they  are  in  lofing  them,  when  they 
have  approved  their  virtues. 

Cam.  Sir,  it  is  three  days  fmce  I  faw  the  Prince  j  what 
his  hnppier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown :  but  I 
have  (mufingly)  noted,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  from 
C(;Urt,  and  is  lefs  frequent  to  his  princely  cxercifes  than 
formerly  he  hath  appear 'd. 

Pol.  I  have  confider'd  fo  much,  Camillo,  and  with  fome 
care  fo  fir,  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  fervicc,  which  look 
upon  his  removednefs  j  from  whom  I  have  this  intelli- 
gence, that  he  is  feldom  from  the  houfe  of  a  moft  homely 
fliephcrd  ;  a  man,  they  fay,  that  from  very  nothing,  and 
beyond  the  im?ginDtion  of  his  neighbours,  is  grown  into 
an  unfpeakabh  eftate. 

Cam»  I  have  he^rd.  Sir,  of  fuch  a  man,-  who  hath  a 
daughter  of  moft  rare  note  ;  the  report  of  her  is  extended 
more  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  a  cottage. 

PoL  That's  likewife  part  of  my  intelligence  j  and,  I 
fear,  the  angle  that  plucks  our  fon  thither.  Thou  fhalt 
accompany  us  to  the  plr.ce,  where  we  will  ( not  appearing 
what  we  are) have  feme  qucftion  with  the  fhepherd  ;  from 
whofe  finnplxity,  I  think  it  not  uneafie  to  get  the  caufe 
of  nny  fen's  rffort  i  hither.  Pr'ythee  be  my  preftnt  part- 
ner in  this  bufinefs,  and  by  afide  the  thoughts  of  Sici/is, 

Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  command. 

Pol.  JVIy  be  ft.  Camillo,  we  mull  dilguife  our  felves.  [Exeunt 
S  C  r,  N  E  III.    The  Country.    Enter  Auiolicus Jingit^gy 
IVhen  daffadih  begin  to  peere,  / 

IVith  hey  the  doxy  ever  the  dale. 
Why  then  comes  in  the  fzveet  o'  threat  : 

Far  the  red  blood  reigns  o'er  the  winter^ s  paU. 
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'Xhe  ivhlte  Jheet  bleaching  cn  the  hedge, 

^With  hey  the  fiveet  birds,  0  bcno  they  Jirg  ! 
Dotb  fet  my  prcgging  tooth  on  edge. 

For  a  quart  cf  ale  is  a  dij%  for  a  King, 
7he  lark  that  tirra  lyra  chaunts, 

With  hey,  with  bey  the  thruJJj  and  the  jay  : 
Jlre  fummer  Jongs  for  me  and  my  aunti, 
tVhile  ive  lye  tumbling  in  the  bay. 
I  have  ferved  Prince  Florixel,  and  in  my  time  wore  three* 
piJe  J  hut  now  I  am  out  of  fervlce. 

But  Jball  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear  ? 

'The  pale  moon  Jhines  by  night  : 
And  ivhen  J  wander  here  and  there , 

I  then  do  go  moji  right, 
Jj  tinkers  may  have  Lave  to  livef 
And  bear  the  (ow-Jkin  hudfet, 
Then  my  account  I  weil  may  giw. 
And  in  the  Jiocks  avouch  it. 
My  traffic  is  (heats  5  when  the  kite  builds,  look  to  lefTer 
linnen.    My  father  nqm'd  me  Autolicus ,  who  bein^,  as  I 
am,  Jilter'd  under  Mercury^  was  likewife  a  fnappcr-up  of 
unconfider'd  trifles :  with  die  and  drab  I  purchased  this  ca- 
parifon,  *and  my  revenue  is  the  fly  cheat.    Gallows  and 
knocks  are  too  powerful  on  the  high-way,  beating  and 
hanging  are  terrors  to  me :  for  the  life  to  come,  I  fleep 
out  the  thought  of  it,    A  prize  !  a  prize! 

Enter  Cloivn. 

Clo,  Let  me  fee,  every  eleventh  weather  tod",  everv  tod 
yields  a  pound  and  one  odd  fhilling  j  fifteen  hundred  fhorn, 
what  ccmes  the  wool!  to  ? 

A'Jt,  If  the  fprindge  hold,  the  cock's  mine.  [/JJde, 
C'o.  I  cannot  do't  without  compters.  Let  me  fee,  what 
am  I  to  buy  for  our  fheep-fhearing  feaft  ?  three  pound  of 

fugar,  five  pound  of  currants,  rice  what  wiJl  this  fifler 

of  mine  do  with  rice  ?  but  my  fath^er  hath  made  her  mif- 
trefs  of  the  feafir,  and  /he  lays  it  on.  She  hath  made  me  four 
and  twenty  nofe-gays  for  the  /hearers  5  "f"  three-man  fong- 

*  Me.^ning  the  poor  ragged  deaths  h*  had  on. 

t  Meaning  thole  who  i;ng  Catches  which  are  2:?»eta11y  in  three 

znea 
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men  all,  and  very  good  ones,  but  they  are  moft  of  them 
means  and  bafes ;  but  one  puritan  among  them,  and  he 
flngs  pfalms  to  horn-pipes.  I  muft  have  faftronto  colour  the 
•warden-pies,  mace — dates— none — that's  out  of  my  note : 
nutmegs,  feven  5  a  race  or  two  of  ginger,  but  that  I  may 
beg  5  four  pound  of  prunes,  and  as  many  raifms  o'th'fun. 

"Aut.  Oh, that  ever  1  was  born  [[groveling  on  the  grounds 

CIo,  V  th'  name  of  me-  

Aut.  Oh,  help  me,  help  me  !  pluck  but  oft'thefe  rags, 
and  then  death,  death  

Clo,  Alack,  poor  foul,  thcu  haft  need  of  more  rags  to 
lay  on  the?',  rather  than  to  have  thefe  off. 

Aut.  Oh,  Sir,  the  loath fomnefs  of  them  offends  me, 
more  than  the  ftripes  I  have  received,  which  are  mighty 
ones,  and  millions. 

Clo,  Alas,  poor  man !  a  million  of  beating  may  ccme  to 
a  great  matter. 

Aut,  I  am  robbV.,  Sir,  and  beaten  ;  my  money  and  appa- 
rel ta'en  from  mcjnnd  thefe  deteftabie  things  put  upon  me. 

Clo.  What,  by  a  horfe-man,  or  a  foot-  man 

Aut.  Afoot-man,  fweetSir,  a  foot-man. 

Clo.  Indeed,  he  fhould  be  ?  foot-man,  by  the  garments 
he  has  left  with  thee  ;  if  this  be  a  horfe-man's  coat,  it 
has  feen  very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy  hand,  IMl  help 
thee.    Come,  lend  me  thy  hand.         [^Helping  him  up» 

Aut,  Oh  !  good  Sir,  tenderly,  oh  ! 

C/cJ.  Alas,  pool  foul! 

Aut.  O  good  Sir,  foftly,  good  Sir:  I  fear.  Sir,  my 
fhouldcr-blade  is  out. 

Clo.  How  now  ?  canft  ftand  ? 

Aut.  Softly,  dear  Sir  5  good  Sir,  foftly  ;  you  ha'  done 
me  a  charitable  office. 

Clo.  Doft  lack  any  mony  ?  I  have  a  little  mony  for  thee. 

Aut,  No,  good  Iweet  Sir :  no,  I  befeech  you.  Sir  ;  I 
have  a  kinfaian  not  pad  three  quaters  of  a  mile  hence,  unto 
whom  I  was  going  j  I  fball  there  have  mony,  or  any  thing  I 
want :   ofler  me  no  mony,  I  pray  you;  that  kills  my  heart. 

C/fi.  What  manner  of  fellow  was  he  that  robb'd  you  ? 

Aut.  A  fellow,  Sir,  that  1  have  known  to  go  about  with 
ti  oil -madams :  I  knew  him  once  a  fervant  of  the  Prince ;  I 

can-* 
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cannot  tell,  good  Sir,  for  which  of  his  virtues  it  was,  but 
he  was  certainly  whippM  out  of  the  Court. 

Clo.  His  vices,  you  would  f^  ;  there's  no  virtue  whippM 
out  of  the  Court ;  they  cheri/h  it  to  make  it  Hay  there, 
and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 

Aut,  Vices  I  would  fay.  Sir.  I  know  this  man  well, 
he  hath  been  fince  an  ape- bearer,  then  a  procefs-ferver,  a 
bailiff  j  then  he  compaft  a  motion  *  of  the  prodigal  fon, 
and  married  a  tinker's  wife  within  a  mile  where  my  land 
and  living  lyes  j  and  having  flown  over  many  knaviih  prc- 
feflions,  he  fettled  only  in  rogue  j  feme  call  him  Autolicus, 

Clo.  Out  upon  him,  prig!  for  my  life,  prig!  he  haunts 
v^akes,  fairs,  and  bear-baitings. 

Aut.  Very  true,  Sir  \  he,  Sir,  he  ;  that's  the  rogue 
that  put  me  into  this  apparel. 

C/e.  Not  a  more  cowardly  rogue  in  all  Bithynia\  if  you 
had  but  look'd  big,  and  fpit  at  him,  he'd  h^ve  run. 

Aut.  I  muft  confefs  to  you,  Sir,  I  am  no  fighter ;  I  am 
falfeof  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew,  I  warrant  him, 

Clo,  How  do  you  do  now  ? 

Aut.  Sweet  Sir,  much  better  than  I  was  ;  I  can  (land, 
and  walk;  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pace 
Softly  towards  my  kinfman^s, 

Clo,  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Aut»  No,  good-fac'd  Sir ;  no,  fweet  Sir. 

Clo,  Then  farewel,  I  mull  go  to  buy  fpices  for  our 
flieep-niearing.  [Eyit, 

Aut,  Profper  you,  fweet  Sir !  Your  purfe  is  not  hot 
enough  to  purchafe  your  fpice.  Til  be  with  you  at  your 
fheep- /hearing  too  :  if  I  make  not  this  cheat  bring  out  an- 
other, and  the  /hearers  prove  fheep,  let  me  be  unroli'd,  * 
and  my  name  put  into  the  book  of  virtue. 

SONG. 

Jog  on^  jog  on,  the  foot-path  nvayy 

And  merrily  bend  the  ftile-a* 
A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day. 

Tour  fad  tires  in  a  mile-a*  •  [Exit* 

*  A  Mat/on  is  a  V/ord  for  a  Puppet-Jhew. 
f  Alluding  co  the  locierie^  iuco  whicU  ch?  nororious  cheats 
and  gipfies  inroJl  chemielves. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV.    Hoe  old  Shepherd*  s  Houfe, 
Enter  Florizel  and  Perdita. 

Vlot  Thefe  your  unufual  weeds  to  each  part  of  you 
Do  give  a  life  :  no  fhepherdefs,  but  Flora 
Peering  in  April's  front.  This  your  fheep-fliearing 
Is  as  a  meeting  of  the  petty  Gods, 
And  you  the  Qu^een  on*t. 

Per,  Sir,  my  gracious  Lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extreams  it  not  becomes  me  5 
Oh  pardon,  that  I  name  them  :  your  high  felf. 
The  gracious  mark  o'th'  land,  you  have  obfcurM 
With  a  fwain's  wearing  ;  and  me,  poor  lowly  maid, 
Moft  Goddefs-hke  prank'd  up.    But  that  our  fcafts 
In  every  mefs  have  folly,  and  the  feeders 
Digeft  it  with  a  cuftom ;  I  fhould  blufli 
To  fee  you  fo  attired,  fwoon,  I  think. 
To  fhew  my  felf  a  glafs. 

Flo.  I  blefs  the  time 
When  my  good  falcon  made  her  flight  a  crofs 
Thy  father's  ground. 

Per»  Now  Joue  afford  you  caufe  ! 
To  me  the  difference  forges  dread,  your  greatnefs 
Hath  not  been  us'd  to  fear^  even  now  I  tremble 
To  think  your  father,  by  fome  accident, 
Should  pafs  this  way,  as  you  did  :  oh  the  fates. 
How  would  he  look  to  fee  his  workj  fo  noble. 
Vilely  bound  up  !  what  would  he  lay  !  or  how 
Shouid  I  in  thefe  my  borrowM  flaunts  behold 
The  fternnefs  of  his  prefence  ! 

Flo,  Apprehend 
^Nothing  but  jollity  :  the  Gods  themfelves. 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken  ' 
The  fhapes  of  beafts  upon  them.  Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,  and  bellow'd  j  the  green  Neptunt 
A  ram,  and  bleated  j  and  the  fire-rob'd  God, 
Golden  j^poUoy  a  poor  humble  fwain. 
As  I  feem  now.    Their  transformations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer. 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chafte  ;  fmce  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  honour,  nor  my  luds 

Barn 
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Burn  hotter  than  my  faith. 
Per.  O  but,  dear  Sir, 

Your  refolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 

OpposM,  as  it  muft  be,  by  th'pow'r  o'th'King. ^ 

One  of  thefe  two  neceflities  muft  be, 

Which  then  will  rpeak,that  yoa  muft  change  this  purpofe. 

Or  I  my  life. 

Fh,  Thou  dearefl  PerJItj, 

With  thefc  forcM  thoughts  I  pr*ythee  darken  not 

The  mirth  o'  th'  feaft  ;  or  I'll  be  thine,  my  fair, 

Or  not  my  father's.    For  I  cannot  be 

Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 

I  be  not  thine.    To  this  I  am  moft  conftant, 

Tho*  ddliny  fay  no.    "Be  meny,  gentleft! 

Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thcfe  with  any  thing 

That  you  behold  the  w  hile.    Your  guefts  are  coming  : 

Lift  up  your  countenance,  as  'twere  the  day 

Of  ccL'bration  of  that  nuptial,  which 

We  two  have  fworn  fhall  come. 

Per.  O  Lady  Fortune, 
Stand  you  aufpicious  ! 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Shepherd,  Clr/zvn,  Mopfa,  Dorcas,  Servants  ;  with 
Polixenes  and  Camillo  dtfguis'd, 
Flo.  See,  your  guefts  approach  j 
Addrefs  your  felf  to  entertain  them  fprightly, 
'  And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shcp,  Fie,  fiaughter  5  when  my  old  wife  liv'd,  upon 
This  day  fhe  w:  s  both  pantler,  butler,  cook. 
Both  dame  and  fervant  j  welcom'd  all,  ferv'd  all  ; 
Would  fing  her  fong,  and  dance  her  turn  ;  now  htre 
At  upper  end  0'  th'  table,  now  i"  th'  middle  5 
On  his  fhoulder,  and  his  5  her  face  o'  fire 
With  labour  ;  and  the  things  (He  took  to  quench  it 
She  would  to  each  one  fip.    You  are  retired. 
As  if  yen  were  a  feafted  one,  and  not 
The  hoftefs  of  the  meeting  :  pray  you  bid 
Thefe  unknown  friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  lluilies,  and  prcftut  your  felf 

That 
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That  which  you  are,  miftrefs  o'th'  feaft.    Come  on. 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  iheep -fhearing, 
As  your  good  flock  fhali  profper. 

Per.  Sirs,  you're  welcome.  [To  Pol.  and  Cam< 

It  is  my  father's  will,  I  fhould  take  on  me 
The  hoftefsfhip  o'th'  day  ;  you're  welcome,  Sirs. 
Give  me  thofe  flowers  there,  Dorcas,    Reverend  Sirs, 
For  you  there's  rofemary  and  rue,  thefe  keep 
Seeming  and  favour  all  the  winter  long  : 
Grace  and  remembrance  be  unto  you  both. 
And  welcome  to  our  /hearing  ! 

Pol.  Shepherdefs, 
A  fair  one  are  you,  well  you  fit  our  ages 
"With  flowers  of  winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient. 
Nor  yet  on  fummer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
Of  trembling  winter,  the  faireft  flowers  o'th'  feafon 
Are  our  carnations,  and  fl:reak'd  gilly-flowers. 
Which  fome  call  nature's  baftards  ;  of  that  kind 
Our  ruftick  garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
To  get  flips  of  them. 

Pol.  Wherefore,  gentle  maid€n. 
Do  you  negle(51:  them  ? 

Per,  For  I  have  heard  it  faid. 
There  is  an  art,  which  in  their  pidenefs  fliarea 
With  great  creating  nature. 

Pol.  Say  there  be. 
Yet  nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean. 
But  nature  makes  that  mean  ;  fo  over  that  art. 
Which  you  fay  adds  to  nature,  is  an  art 
That  nature  makes  j  you  fee,  fweet  maid,  we  marry 
A  gentler  fcyon  to  the  wildefl:  flock. 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  bafer  kind 
,15y  bud  of  nobler  race.    This  is  an  art 
Which  does  mend  nature,  change  it  rather  5  but 
The  art  it  felf  is  nature. 

Per,  So  it  is. 

Pol,  Then  make  your  garden  rich   n  gillyflowers. 
And  do  not  call  them  baftards. 
Per,  ril  not  put 

Vol.  IV.  F  The 
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The  dibble  in  earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them  : 
No  more  than  were  I  painted,  I  would  wifli 
This  youth  fhould  fay  'twere  well ;  and  only  therefore 
Defire  to  breed  by  me.    Here's  flowers  for  you  j 
Hot  lavender,  mints,  favoury,  marjoram, 
The  mary-gold,  that  goes  to  bed  with  th'  fun. 
And  with  him  rifes,  weeping :  thefe  are  flowers 
Of  middle  fummer,  and,  I  think,  they  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age.    Y'are  very  welcome. 

Cam,  I  fliould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  flock. 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Fer.  Out,  alas  ! 
You'd  be  fo  lean,  that  blaflrs  of  jfanuary 
Would  blow  you  thro*  and  through.  Now,  fairefl:  friend, 
I  would  I  had  fome  flowers  o'th'  fpring,  thit  might 
Become  your  time  of  day  j  ani  yours,  and  yours. 
That  v/ear  upon  your  virgin-branches  yet 
Your  maiden -heads  growing  :  O  Proferpina, 
For  the  flowers  now,  that,  frighted,  thou  Ict'fl  fa'.! 
From  Dis''z  waggon !  early  dafFadils, 
That  come  before  the  fwallow  dar^s,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty  ;  violets  dim. 
But  fweeter  than  the  lids  of  yuno^s  eyes. 
Or  Cytberea^s  breath  ;  pale  primrofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Fhoehus  in  his  flrength,  a  malady 
Mofl:  incident  to  maids  5  gold  oxflips,  and 
The  crown-imperial :  lillies  of  all  kinds. 
The  flov/er-de-lis  being  one.    O,  thefe  I  lack 
To  make  you  garlands  of,  and  my  fweet  friend 
To  ftrow  him  o'er  and  o'er. 
Flo,  What  ?  like  a  Coarfe  ? 
Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  tove  to  lye  and  play  on  ; 
Not  like  a  Coavfe  ;  or  if,  not  to  be  buried 
But  quick,  and  in  mine  arms.    Come,  take  your  flowers 
Mcthinks  I  play  as  I  h.we  ft-en  them  do 
In  Whitfund'  paftorals :  fure  this  robe  of  mine 
Does  change  my  difpofition. 

Flo,  What  ycu  do, 
Still  betters  wL^t  is  done,   When  ycu  fpeajc,  fweet, 
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IM  have  you  do  it  ever  ;  when  you  fing, 

IM  have  you  buy  and  fell  fo  ;  fo  give  alms  ; 

Pray  fo  j  and  for  the  ordering  your  affairs. 

To  fing  thenn  too.    When  you  do  dance,  I  vvi(h  you 

A  wave  o*ih'fea,  that  you  might  ever  do 

Nothing  but  that  ;  move  ft  ill,  ftill  fo. 

And  own  no  other  fundion.    Each  your  doing. 

So  fingular  in  each  particular. 

Crowns  what  you're  doing  in  tlie  prefent  deeds, 

Tliat  all  your  adls  are  Queens, 

Ter,  O  Doriclesy 
Your  praifes  are  too  large}  but  that  your  youth 
And  the  true  blood  which  peeps  forth  fairly  through  it. 
Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  fhephcrd, 
With  wifdom  I  might  fear,  my  Doric  Us, 
You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way. 

Flo.  I  think  you  have 
As  little  /kill  in  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 
To  put  you  to't.    But  come,  our  dance  I  pn^  ; 
Your  hand,  my  Perdita  ;  fo  turtles  pair 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Per.  I'll  fwear  for  *em, 

Pol.  This  is  the  prettieft  low-born  lafs  that  ever 
Ran  on  the  green -ford  ;  nothing  (he  does,  or  feems. 
But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  her  felf. 
Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Cam.  He  tells  her  fomething 
That  makes  her  blood  look  out :  good  footh  Ihe  is 
The  Queen  of  curds  and  cream, 

Clo.  Come  on,  ftrike  up. 

Dor,  Mopfa  mufl:  be  your  miftrefs  ;  marry,  garlick 
To  mend  her  kiffing  with. 
Mop,  Now  in  good  time. 

Clo,  Not  a  word,  a  word,  we  (land  upon  our  manners, 
come  ftrike  up. 

Here  a  dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdcjfes* 
Pol,  I  pray,  good  fhepherd,  what  fair  fwain  is  this 
Who  dances  with  your  daughter  ? 

Shep,  They  call  him  DoricleSy  and  he  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  breeding  ;  but  1  have  it 

F  2  Upon 
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Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it : 

He  looks  like  footh  5  he  lays  he  loves  my  daughter, 

I  think  fo  too  5  for  never  gazM  the  moon 

Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  Hand  and  read 

As  'twere  my^  daughter's  eyes  :  and,  to  be  plaitt 

I  think  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  chufe 

Which  loves  the  other  beft. 

Pol.  She  dances  featiy. 

Shep,  So  fhe  does  any  thing,  tho'  I  report  it 
That  fhould  be  filent  ;  if  young  Doricles 
Do  light  upon  her,  fhe  fhall  bring  him  that 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

SCENE    VI.      Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser,  O  mafler,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedlar  at  the 
door,  you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  tabor  and  pipe  s 
no,  the  bag' pipe  could  not  move  you  ;  he  fmgs  feveral 
tunes  fafter  than  you'll  tell  mony ;  he  utters  them  as  he 
had  eaten  ballads,  and  all  mens  ears  grow  to  his  tunes. 

CIo.  He  could  never  come  better  ;  he  fhall  come  in  ;  I 
love  a  ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  be  doleful  matter 
merrily  fet  down  5  or  a  very  pleafant  thing  indeed,  and  fung 
lamentably. 

Ser.  He  hath  fongs  for  man  or  woman  of  all  fizes ;  no 
milliner  can  fo  fit  his  cuflnmers  with  gloves  :  he  has  the 
prettieft  love-fongs  for  maids,  fo  without  bawdry  (which  is 
llrange)  with  fjch  delicate  burthens  of  dil-do's  and  fa- 
ding's :  jump  her  and  thump  her :  and  where  fome  flretch- 
mouth'd  raical  would,  as  it  were,  mean  mifchief,  and 
break  a  foul  gap  into  the  matter,  he  makes  the  maids  to 
anfwer,  JVhoop  !  do  me  no  harm,  good  man  5  puts  him  ofF^ 
flights  him,  with  Whocpl  do  me  no  harm,  good  man. 

Pol.  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 

Clo.  Believe  me,  thou  talkeft  of  an  admirable-conceited 
fellow  ;  his  he  any  unbraided  wares  ? 

Ser.  He  hath  ribbons  of  all  the  colours  i'th'  rainbow  ; 
points,  more  than  all  the  lawyers  in  Bithynia  can  learnedly 
handle,  tho'  they  come  to  him  by  the  grofs :  inkles,  caddif- 
fes,cambricks,lawns  ;  why , he  fmgs  'em  over,  as  they  were 
Gods  or  GoddefTes  j  you  would  think  a  fmock  were  a  fhe- 

apgel. 
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ingel,  he  fo  chants  to  the  fleeve-band,  and  the  work  about 
the  fquare  on't, 

C/<?.  Pr'ythee  bring  him  in,  and  let  him  approach 
finging. 

Per.  Forewarn  him  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrilous  words  in*s 
tunes. 

C/o.  You  have  of  thefe  pedlars  that  have  more  in  them 
than  you'd  think,  fifter. 

Fer,  Ay;  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 
JE;«ftfr  Autolicus  finging. 
Laivn  as  ivbite  as  dri'ven  fno*w^ 
Cyprus  black  as  e'er  ivas  croiv  ; 
Glo'ves  as  fweet  as  damafi  rofes, 
Mafis  for  faces,  and  for  nofes 
Bugle-bracelets,  neck-lace  amber ^ 
Perfume  for  a  Ladfs  chamber  : 
Golden  quoifsy  and  ftcmachers^ 
For  my  lads  to  give  their  dears  : 
Pins,  and  poaking'fiicks  of  fteel, 
WJ^at  maids  lack  from  head  to  heel: 

Come  buy  of  me,  come  :  come  buy,  come  buy^ 

do.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mop/a,  thou  ihouJd'ft 
take  no  mony  of  me  :  but  being  enthrair  d  as  I  am,  it  will 
alfo  be  the  bondage  of  certain  ribbons  and  gloves. 

Mop.  I  was  promised  them  againft  the  feaft,*  but  they 
come  not  too  late  now, 

Dcr,  He  hath  promised  ycu  more  than  that,  or  there 
be  liars. 

Mop,  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promis'd  you  :  'mav  be 
he  has  paid  you  more,  which  will  fhame  you  to  give  him 
again.  •' 

Clo,  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids  ;  will  they 
wear  their  plackt  ts  where  they  fhould  bear  their  faces  ?  is 
the.r  not  milking-time,  when  you  are  going  to  bed,  or 
kill-hole,  to  whiftle  off  thefe  fecrets,  but  vou  muil  l,e 
tittle-tattling  before  all  our  guefls  ;  'tis  well  they  are  whif- 
perme: :  charm  your  tongues,  and  not  a  word  more. 

M'jp,  I  have  dono:  come,  you  promis'd  me  a  tawdry 
Wc:,  zn.i  a  pair  of  fwee:  gloves. 

3  c:o. 
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Clo,  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozen*d  by  the 
way,  and  loft  all  my  mony  ? 

^ut.  And  indeed.  Sir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad,  there- 
fore it  behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clo.  Fear  not  thou,  man,  thou  fhalt  lofe  nothing  hi'^re, 

^ut.  I  hope  fo.  Sir,  for  I  have  about  me  qjany  parcels 
of  charge. 

Clo.  What  haft  here  ?  ballads  ? 

Mop.  Pray  now  buy  fome,  I  love  a  ballad  in  print,  or  a 
life,  for  then  we  are  fure  they  are  true. 

^ut.  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  how  a  ufurer's 
wife  v/as  brought  to  bed  with  twenty  mony  bags  at  a  bur- 
then, and  how  fiie  longM  to  eat  adders  heads,  and  toads 
carbonadoM, 

Mop,  Is  it  true,  think  you  ? 

.^ut.  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor.  'Blefs  me  from  marrying  a  ufurcr  ! 

^ut.  Here's  the  midwife's  name  to't,  oneMiftrefsT^/*- 
porter,  and  five  or  fix  honeft  wives  that  were  prefent. 
Why  fhould  [  carry  lies  abroad  ? 

Mop.  Pray  you  now  buy  it. 

Flo.  Come  on,  lay  it  by  j  and  let's  firft  fee  more  ballads ; 
we'll  buy  the  other  things  anon. 

j^ut.  Here's  another  ballad  of  a  fifh  that  appear'd  upon 
the  coaft,  onJVedneJday  the  fourfcore  of  April,  forty  thou- 
fand  fadom  above  water,  and  fung  this  balhd  againft  the 
hard  hearts  of  maids  j  it  was  thought  fhe  was  a  woman, 
and  was  turn'd  into  a  cold  fifli,  for  fhe  would  not  exchange 
flefli  with  one  that  lov'd  her  :  the  ballad  is  very  pitiful, 
and  as  true. 

Dor.  Is  it  true  too,  think  you  ? 

Aut.  Five  juftices  hands  at  it  5  and  wltnefles  more  than 
.my  pack  will  hold. 

Clo.  Lay  it  by  too :  another. 

Aut.  This  is  a  merry  ballad,  but  a  very  pretty  one. 

Mop.  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones. 

Aut.  Why,  this  is  a  paffing  merry  one,  and  goes  to  the 
tune  of  T^ioo  maids  wooing  a  man  j  there's  fcarce  a  maid 
wcQwatd  but  fhs  fings  it :  'tis  in  reaueft;  I  can  tell  you. 

Mop. 
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Mop.  We  can  both  fing  it ;  if  thou'k  bear  a  part,  thou 
fiialt  hear,  *tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor,  We  had  the  tunc  on't  a  month  ago, 
Aut,  I  can  bear  my  part,  you  muft  know  'tis  my  oc« 
Cupation:  have  at  it  with  you. 

SONG. 
Aut.  Get  you  hence  y  for  I  mufl  gOy 
Where  it  fits  not  you  to  knoiu* 
Dor.  JVhither  ? 
Mop.  0  ivhither  ? 
Dor.  Whither  ? 

Mop.  It  becomes  thy  oath  full  luell, 

Thou  to  me  thy  fecrets  tell. 
Dor.  Me  toOy  let  me  go  thither  : 
Mop.  Or  thou  goefi  to  th"  grange^  or  mi'J'^ 
Dor.  If  to  either,  thou  dofi  ill  ; 
Aut.  Neither, 
Dor.  What  rcither  P 
Aut.  Neither. 

Dor.  Thou  hafl  fivorn  my  lo've  to  be. 
Mop.  Thou  haft  fzvoi  tt  it  more  to  me  : 

Tfjen  ivhither  goeft  ?  Jay  ivhither  f 
do.  We  Ml  have  this  fong  out  anon  by  our  felves :  my 
father  and  the  gentlemen  are  in  fad  talk,  and  we'll  not 
trouble  them  :  come  bring  away  thy  pack  after  me. 
Wenches,  I'll  buy  for  you  both  :  pedlar,  let's  have  the 
iirft  choice  ;  follow  me,  girls. 

Aut,  And  you  fhail  pay  well  for  'em. 

SONG. 
Will  you  bu-^  any  tape^  or  lace  for  your  cape. 

My  dairjy  duck,  my  dear~a  ? 
Any  Ji/ky  arry  thready  ary  toys  for  your  head 

Of  the  reiv^fty  and  fin'*Jtj  fin  jt  tuear~a  ? 
€cme  to  the  pedlar y  mojy''  s  a  r  cdler. 
That  dctb  utter  all  mens  ivai  e-a,  , 

[Ex.  CUivny  Autolicu%  Dorcas,  and  Mopfa. 
SCENE    VII.      Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.  Mafter,  there  are  three  goar-hcrds,  three  /hep- 
herds,  three  neat-herds,  and  three  fwiue-herds  that  h.ive 
made  thvinfeives  all  men  of  hair;  they  call  th:mfelves  fal- 

ticn, 
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tiers,  and  they  have  a  4ance,  which  the  wenchco  fay  is  a 
gallymaufry  of  gambols,  becaufe  they  are  not  in't :  but 
they  themfelves  are  o'th'  mind,  if  it  be  not  too  rough  for 
fome  that  know  litt]^  but  bowling,  it  will  pleafe  plenti- 
fully. 

Shep,  Away ;  we'll  none  on't ;  here  has  been  too  much 
homely  foolery  already.    I  know.  Sir,  we  weary  you. 

PoL  You  weary  thofe  that  refrefh  us :  'pray  let's  fee 
thefe  four  threes  of  herdfmen. 

Ser.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report.  Sir,  hath 
danc'd  before  the  King  j  and  not  the  worft  of  the  three 
but  jumps  twelve  foot  and  half  by  th'  fqware. 

Shep.  Leave  your  prating ;  fince  thefe  good  men  afC 
pleas' d,  let  them  come  in,  but  quickly  now. 

Flo*  Oy  father,  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter* 

Here  a  Dance  of  tivehve  Satyrs^ 
Pol,  Is  it  nut  too  far  gone  ?  'tis  time  to  part  them  ; 
He's  fimple,  and  tells  much.    How  now,  fair  ftepherd  } 
Your  heart  is  full  of  fomething  that  does  take 
Your  mmd  from  feafling.    Sooth,  when  I  was  young. 
And  handed  love,  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 
To  load  my  Hie  with  knacks  :  I  would  have  ranfack'd 
The  pedlar's  filken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  acceptance  ;  you  have  let  him  go. 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.    If  your  la(s 
Interpretation  (hould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  love  or  bounty,  you  were  flraited 
For  a  reply  at  leaft,  if  you  make  a  care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Flo.  Old  Sir,  I  knnv/ 
She  prizes  not  fuch  trifles  as  thefe  are  ; 
The  gifts  flie  looks  fiom  me,  are  packt  and  lockt 
Up  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  given  already. 
But  not  dellver'd.    O,  he.ir  me  breathe  my  Hfe 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  \vho  it  fliould  feem 
Hath  fomttime  lov'd.    I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand. 
As  frft  as  dove's  down,  and  ?s  white  as  it. 
Or  Ethiopian  s  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  fnow 
That's  bolted  bv  the  northern  blaft  twke  o'er, 
Pd,  Wiiat  fJiiows  this  > 

Hcvr 
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How  prettily  the  young  fwain  feems  to  wa/h  ' 
The  hand  was  fair  belbre  !  I've  put  you  out  j 
But  to  your  proteftation  :  let  me  hear 
What  you  profefs, 

Flo^  Do,  and  be  witnefs  to't. 

Pol.  And  this  my  neighbour  too  ? 

Tlo.  And  he,  and  more 
Than  he,  and  men  5  the  earth,  and  heav*ns,  and  all 
That  were  I  -crownM  the  moft  imperial  Monarch 
Thereof  moft  worthy,  were  I  the  faireft  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  fwcrve,  had  force  and  knowledge 
More  than  was  ever  man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  love  ;  for  her  imploy  them  all, 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them  to  her  ferviccj 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

Po/.  Fairly  ctfer'd. 

Cam.  This  /hews  a  found  affe£lion« 

^bep.  But,  my  daughter. 
Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

Fer.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  fo  well,  no,  nor  mean  better. 
By  th*  pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts  I  cut  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

S,hep.  Take  hands,  a  bargain  ; 
And,  friends  unknown!  you  fhall  bear  witnefa  to't  J 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his. 

Flo,  O,  that  muft  be 
I'tV  virtue  of  your  daughter  ;  one  being  dead, 
I  fhall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet, 
^Enough  then  for  your  wonder  :  but  come  oil;, 
Contradl  us  'fore  thefe  witnelfes. 

^bep.  Come,  your  hand  j 
And,  daughter,  yours. 

Fol,  Soft,  fwam,  awhile;  'befg!ch  you. 
Have  you  a  father  ? 

Fk,  I  have  5  but  what  of  him  ? 

Tel.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo.  He  neither  does  nor  fhall. 

FcU  Methinks  a  father 
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Is  at  the  nuptial  of  his  fon  a  gueft 

That  bell  becomes  the  table :  'pray  you  once  more. 

Is  not  your  father  grov/n  incapable 

Of  reafonable  affa  irs  ?  is  he  not  fiupid 

With  age,  and  alt' ring  rheunns  ?  can  he  fpeak  ?  hear  ? 

Know  man  from  man  ?  difpnte  his  own  eftate  ? 

Lyes  he  not  bed- rid  ?  and  again  does  nothing 

Bitt  what  he  did  being  childifh  ? 

Flo,  No,  good  Sir  5 
He  has  his  health,  and  ampler  ftrength  indeed 
That  moft  ^ave  of  his  age. 

Pol.  By  my  white  beard. 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial  :  reafon  my  fon 
Should  chufe  himfclf  a  wife,  hut  as  good  reafon 
The  father  (all  whofe  yy  is  nothing  elfe 
But  fair  pofterity)  fliould  hold  fome  counfcl 
In  fuch  a  bufmefs, 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this  ; 
But  for  fome  ether  reafons,  my  grave  Sir, 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bufmefs, 

Pol.  Let  him  know't. 

Flo.  He  fhall  not. 

Poh  Pr'ythee  let  him. 

Flo.  No ;  he  muft  nor. 

Shep.  Let  him.  my  fon,  he  fhall  not  need  to  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

Flo.  Come,  come,  he  muft  not : 
Mark  our  contract. 

Pol.  Mark  your  divorce,  yoxin%%\x y[Difcovering  bimfelf^ 
Whom  fon  I  dare  not  call :  thou  art  too  bafe 
To  be  acknowledged.    Thou  a  fcepter's  heir, 
That  thus  affe^'ft  a  fheep-hook  1  Thou  old  traytor, 
I*m  forry  that  by  hanging  thee  I  can 
But  fhorten  thy  life  one  week.    And  thou  fre/h  piece 
Of  excellent  witchcraft,  who  of  force  mufl  know 
The  royal  fool  thou  coap'ft  with 

Shep,  Oh  my  heart ! 

Pol,  ril  have  thy  beauty  fcratch'd  with  briars,  and  made 

More 
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Moi'e  homely  than  thy  ftate.    For  thee,  fond  boy. 
If  I  may  ever  know  thou  dofl:  but  figh 
That  thou  no  more  fhalt  fee  this  knack,  (as  never 
I  mean  thou  fhalt,)  weMl  bar  thee  from  fuccefTion, 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no,  not  our  kin, 
Lefs  than  Deucalion  off :  mark  thou  my  v^rords  5 
Follow  us  to  the  Court.    Thou  churl,  for  this  time, 
Tho'  full  of  our  difpeafure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it  :  and  you,  enchantment. 
Worthy  enough  a  herdfman,  yea,  him  too* 
That  makes  himfelf,  but  for  our  honour  therein. 
Unworthy  thee  ;  if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 
Thefe  rural  latches  to  his  entrance  open. 
Or  hoope  his  body  more  with  thy  embraces, 
I  will  devife  a  death  as  cruel  tor  thee. 
As  thou  art  tender  to  it.  [Exit^ 
SCENE  VIII. 
Per,  Even  here  undone  : 
I  was  not  much  afraid  }  for  once  or  twice 
I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly. 
The  feif-fafne  fun  that  (hints  upon  his  Court, 
Hides  not  his  vifagc  f  om  our  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.  WilTt  pleafe  you,  Sir,  be  gone  ?  [To  Flo. 
I  told  you  whdt  would  come  of  this.    'Hvifeech  you. 
Of  your  own  rtate  take  cave  :  from  this  my  dream 
Being  now  awake,  V\\  queen  it  no  inch  farther. 
But  milk  my  ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam  Why,  how  now,  falhcr  ? 
Speak  ere  thou  died, 

Shep.  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 
Nor  dare  to  know  that  wh  ch  I  know.    O  Sir,  [To  Flo. 
You  ha\'e  undone  a  man  of  fourfcore-three. 
That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet  ^  yea. 
To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  dy'd. 
To  lye  clofe  by  h's  honeft  bones  j  but  now 
Some  hargm.in  mufl  put  on  my  fhroud,  and  lay  me 
Where  no  pricfl  (hovels  in  duft.    Oh  curfcd  wretch  ! 

[To  Perdita, 

That  knew'il  this  wns  the  Prince,  and  would'ft  adventure 
To  mingle  fai.h  with  him,    Undone,  undcnc  ! 
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If  I  might  die  within  this  hour,  I  have  livM 
To  die  when  I  defire.  fExit* 
SCENE  IX. 

Flo,  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 
I  am  but  ferry,  not  afraid  j  delayed. 
But  nothing  altered  :  what  I  was  I  am  ; 
More-  {training  On  for  plucking  back  j  not  foUowijjg 
My  leafh  unwillingly. 

Cam.  Gracious  my  Lord, 
You  know  your  father's  temper  :  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  fpeech,  which  I  do  guefs  - 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him  j  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight  as  yet,  I  fear  ; 
Then,  'till  the  fury  of  his  Highnefs  fettle. 
Come  not  before  him. 

F/o.  I  not  purpofe  it. 
I  think,  Camillo. 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  Lord. 

Per.  How  often  have  I  told  you  'twould  be  thus  ? 
How  often  faid,  my  dignity  would  laft 
But  'till  'twere  known  ? 

Flo.  It  cannot  fail  but  by 
The  violation  of  my  faiVh,  and  then 
Let  nature  crufh  the  fides  o'th'  earth  together. 
And  mar  the  feeds  within  !— Lift  up  thy  looks.— ^ 
From  my  fuccefTien  wipe  me,  father,  I 
Am  heir  to  my  affedion. 

Cam.  Be  advic'd. 

Flo.  I  am  ;  and  by  my  fancy  :  if  my  reafon 
Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  reafon  ; 
If  not,  my  fenfes  better  pleas' d  with  madnefs 
Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam.  This  is  defperate.  Sir. 

Flor.  So  call  it  ;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  vow  j 
I  needs  muft  think  it  honefty.  Camillo^ 
Not  for  Bithynia^  nor  the  pomp  that  may 
Be  thereout  glean'd  5  for  all  the  fun  fees,  or 
The  clofe  earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  Teas  hide 
In  unknown  fidoms,  will  I  break  my  oath 
To  this  my  f?.ii-  bulov'd  :  thsrefcre^  I  pray  you. 
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As  you  have  ever  been  my  father's  friend. 

When  he  fhall  mifs  me,  (as  in  faith  I  mean  not 

To  fee  him  any  more)  caft  your  good  counfels 

Upon  his  paflkn  ;  let  my  felf  and  fortune 

Tug  for  the  time  to  come.    This  you  may  know 

And  fo  deliver,  I  am  put  to  fea 

With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  fhore  j 

And  moft  opportune  to  our  need,  I  have 

A  veflel  rides  faft  by,  but  not  preparM 

For  this  defign.    What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 

Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 

Concern  me  the  reporting.  % 

Cam.  O  my  Lord, 
I  would  your  fpirit  were  eafier  for  advice. 
Or  ftronger  for  your  noed. 

Flo,  Hark,  Perdita, 
ril  hear  you  by  and  by.  [To  Cam, 

Cam.  He's  irremoveable, 
Refolv'd  for  flight :  now  were  I  happy,  if 
His  going  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn  5 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour, 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 
And  that  unhappy  King,  my  mafter,  whom 
I  fo  much  third  to  fee.  f /^itf. 

Flo.  Now,  good  Camillo^ 
I  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  bufinefs,  that 

I  leave  out  ceremony. 
Cam.  Sir,  I  think 

You  have  he^rd  my  poor  fervlces,  i'th'  kvs 

That  I  have  born  your  father. 
Flo,  Very  nobly 

Have  you  defcrv'd  :  it  is  my  father's  mufick 

To  fpeak  your  deeds,  not  little  of  his  care 
~  To  have  them  rccompenc'd,  as  thought  on. 
Cam.  Well,  my  Lord, 

If  you  may  pleafc  to  think  I  love  the  King, 

And  through  him  what  is  neareft  to  him,  wliich  Is 

Your  gracious  fclf,  embrace  but  my  diredlion. 

If  your  more  ponderous  and  fettled  proje(lt 

Alay  fuffer  alteration  j  on  mine  honour^ 
, Vol.  IV,  Q  I'll 
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V\\  point  you  where  you  fhall  have  Aich  receiving 
As  fliall  become  your  Highnefs,  where  you  may 
"Enjoy  your  miftrefs ;  from  the  whom,  I  fee. 
There's  no  disjunction  to  be  made,  but  by 
(As  heav*ns  forefend)  your  ruin.    Marry  her. 
And  with  my  beft  endeavours,  in  your  abfence. 
Your  difcontented  father  I  will  ftrive 
To  qualifie  and  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Flo.  How,  Camilloy 
May  this,  almoft  a  miracle,  be  done  ? 
That  1  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  maji^ 
And  after  that  truft  to  thee. 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 
A  pl?ce  whereto  you'll  go  ? 

Flo.  Not  any  yet  : 
But  as  th'  unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
Towards  what  we  wildly  do,  fo  we  profefs 
Our  felves  to  be  the  flaves  of  chance^  and  flies 
Of  every  wind  that  blows. 

Cam.  Then  lift  to  me  : 
This  follows,  if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe. 
But  undergo  this  flight  j  make  for  Si  cilia, 
And  there  prefent  your  felf,  and  your  fair  Princefs 
(For  fo  I  fee  flie  muft  be)  'fore  Leontes  3 
She  fhall  be  habited  as  it  becomes 
The  partner  of  your  bed.    Methinks  I  fee 
Leontes  opening  his  free  arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  f^rth  5  a/ks  thee,  the  fjn,  forgivenefs. 
As  'twere  i'th'  father's  perfon  ;  kifies  the  hands 
Of  your  fiefli  Princefs ;  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him 
f     'Twixt  his  unkindnefs,  and  his  kindnefs :  th'  one 
He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Failer  than  thought  or  time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camillo, 
What  colour  for  my  vifltation  fliall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  King  your  father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  comforts.  Sir, 
The  manner  of  ycur  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you;  as  iiov^  ycur  father;  /hali  deliver^ 

Thing§. 
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Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  I'll  write  you  down  5 
The  which  fliall  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting 
What  you  muft  fny,  that  he  fliall  nor  perceive. 
But  that  you  have  your  father's  boioni  there^ 
And  fpeak  his  very  heart. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you  : 
There  is  fome  fap  in  this. 

Cam,  A  courfe  more  promlftng 
Than  a  wild  dedication  of  your  felves 
To  unpath'd  waters,  undreamM  /hores ;  moft  certain. 
To  miferies  enough :  no  hope  to  help  you. 
But  as  you  fliake  off"  one,  or  take  another 
Nothing  fo  certain  as  your  ancfiors,  which 
Do  their  bell  office,  if  they  can  but  ftay  you 
Where  you'll  be  loth  to  be:  befiJes,  you  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  of  love, 
Whofe  frefh  complexion  and  whofe  heart  together 
Afflidlion  alters. 

Per,  One  of  thefe  is  true  : 
I  think  affli£tion  may  fubdue  the  cheek. 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo  ? 
There  fhall  not  at  your  father^s  houfe,  thefe  feven  years. 
Be  born  another  fuch, 

Flo,  My  good  Camilla y 
She  is  as  forward  of  her  breeding,  as 
I'th'  rear  of  birth. 

Cam,  I  cannot  fay,  'tis  pity 
She  lacks  inftruftions,  for  ftie  feems  a  miftrefs 
To  moft  that  teach. 

"Per,  Your  pardon,  Sir  ;  for  this 
I'll  blufli  you  thanks. 

Flo.  My  prettieft  Petdita  • 

But  oh,  the  thorns  we  (land  upon!  Cami'/lo, 
Preferver  of  my  father,  now  of  me  ; 
The  medicine  of  our  houfe  ;  how  fhall  we  do  ? 
We  are  not  furnifh'd  like  Bithytjla^s  fon. 
Nor  fliall  appear  in  Sicily 

Cam.  My  Lord, 
Fear  none  of  this :  I  think  you  know  my  fortunes 

G  a  D« 
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Do  all  lye  there :  it  fhall  be  fo  my  care 

To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 

The  fcene  you  play  were  mine.    For  inftance,  Sir, 

That  you  may  know  you  fhall  not  want  j  one  word. 

[They  talk  afid^. 
SCENE    X.      Enter  Autolicus. 

Aut,  Ha,  ha,  what  a  fool  honefty  is  !  and  truft,  his 
fworn  brother,  a  very  fimple  gentleman  !  I  have  fold  all 
my  trumpery  j  not  a  counterfeit  ftone,  not  a  ribbon,  glafs, 
pomander,  browch,  table-book,  ballad,  knife,  tape,  glove, 
fhoe-tye,  bracelet,  horn-ring,  to  keep  my  pack  from  fall- 
3ng :  they  throng  who/hould  buy  fii  fl-,  as  if  my  trinkets 
had  been  hallowed  and  brought  a  bcnedidlion  to  the  buyer  ; 
by  which  means,  1  faw  whofe  purfc  v/as  beft  in  picture  ; 
and  what  I  faw,  to  my  good  ufe,  I  remembered.  My  good 
Clown  (who  wants  but  fomething  to  be  a  reafonable  man) 
grew  fo  in  love  with  the  wenches  fong,  that  he  would  not 
ilir  his  pettitoes  'till  he  had  both  tune  and  words,  which 
io  drew  the  reft  of  the  herd  to  me,  that  all  their  other 
fenfes  ftuck  in  ears  5  you  might  have  pinch'd  a  placket,  it 
was  fenfelefs  5  'twas  nothing  to  geld  a  cod-piece  of  a  purfe  ; 
3  would  have  filed  keys  off  that  hung  in  ch^iins  :  no  hear- 
ing, no  feeling,  but  my  Sir's  fong,  and  admiring  the  no- 
thing cf  it.  So  that  in  this  time  of  lethargy,  I  pick'd 
and  cut  moft  of  their  feftival  purfes  :  and  had  not  the  old 
man  come  in  with  a  whoo-bub  againft  his  daughter  and  the 
King's  fon,  and  fcar'd  my  choughs  from  the  chaff,  I  had 
not  left  a  purfe  alive  in  the  whole  army. 

Camillo,  Florizel,  and  Vtrd.itu  come  forward. 

Cam,  Nay  5  but  my  letters  by  this  means  being  there, 
So  foon  as  you  arrive,  fhall  clear  that  doubt. 

Flo.  And  thofe  that  you'll  procure  from  King  Leontes-^ 

Cam.  Shall  fatisfie  your  father, 

Fer.  Happy  be  you  ! 
AH  that  you  fpeak  fhews  fair. 

Cam.  Who  have  we  here  ?  \,S^<^^^g  Autol. 

We'll  make  an  inftrument  of  this ;  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  aid. 

^ui.  If  they  have  over-heard  me  now :  why,  hanging. 

Cam, 
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Cam*  How  now,  good  felJow,  come,  why  /hak'/l  thou  To  ? 
Fear  not,  man,  here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Aut,  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  Sir. 

Cam,  Why,  be  fo  ftiil : 
Here's  no  body  will  fteal  that  from  thee  ;  yet  for  the  out- 
fide  of  thy  poverty,we  muft  make  an  exchmge  :  therefore 
difcafe  thee  inftantly,  (thou  muft  think  there's  a  necelTity 
in't)  and  change  garments  with  this  gentleman  :  tho'  the 
penny-worth  on  his  lide  be  the  worft,  yet  hold  thee, 
there's  fome  boot, 

Aut,  I  am  a  poor  fellow.  Sir :  I  know  ye  well  enough, 

[Afide. 

Cam,  Nay,  pr'ythce  difpatch  :  the  gentleman  is  half 
flead  already. 

Aut^  Are  you  in  earneft.  Sir  ?  I  fmell  the  trick  on't. 

lAfide. 

Flo,  Difpatch,  I  pr'ythee. 

Aut,  Indeed  I  have  had  earneft,  but  I  cannot  with  con- 
fcience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  miftrefs,  (let  my  prophecy 
Come  home  to  ye  !  j  yeu  muft  retire  your  felf 
Into  fome  covert  j  take  your  fweet-heart's  hat 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  brows,  muffle  your  fac?, 
Dilmantle  you,  and  as  you  can,  difliken 
The  truth  of  your  own  feeming,  that  you  may 
(For  I  do  fear  eyes  over  you)  to  Ihip-board 
Get  undefcry'd. 

Per,  I  fee  the  play  fo  lyes 
That  I  muft  bear  a  part. 

C/xm,  No  remedy  

Hjive  you  done  there  ?  v 

Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  father. 
He  would  not  call  me  fon. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  (hall  have 
No  hat :  come,  Lady,  come ;  farewcl,  my  friend. 

Aut.  Adieu,  Sir. 

Flo,  O  Perditay  what  have  we  twain  forgot  ? 
pray  yr>u  a  word. 

Cam,  Wh^t  I  do  next,  fJviU  be  to  u\  ti.e  King  [/f  Vtf 
G  3  Of 
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Of  this  efcape,  an.l  whither  they  are  bound; 

"Wherein  my  hope  is,  I  fha  11  fo  prevail  1 

To  force  him  after  ;  in  whofe  company 

I  fhall  review  Sicilia ;  for  whofe  fij^ht 

J  have  a  woman's  longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us  ! 
Thus  we  fet  on,  CaneiHo,  to  th'  fea-fide. 

[£x^..Flo.  and  Per. 

Cam.  The  fwifter  fpeed,  the  better.  {Exit, 
SCENE  XI. 

jiut.  I  underfiand  the  bufinefs,  I  heard  it :  to  have  ati 
open  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  neccflaty  for 
a  cut-purfe  j  a  good  nofe  is  requifite  alfo,  to  fmcU  o\it 
work  for  th'  othfr  fenfcs.  I  fee  this  is  the  time  that  the 
unjuft  man  doth  thrive.  Whet  an  exchacge  had  this  been, 
without  boot  !  what  a  boot  is  here,  v.'ith  this  exchange' 
fure  the  Gods  do  this  year  connive  at  up,  and  we  msy  do 
any  thing  extempore.  The  Prince  himfelf  is  about  a  piece 
of  iniquity,  Scaling  away  from  his  failier,  with  his  clog  at 
his  he  els.  If  I  thought  it  were  not  a  piece  of  honefty  t©  ac- 
quaint the  King  withal,  I  would  do't :  I  hold  it  the  more 
knavery  to  conceal  it  5  and  therein  am  I  conftant  to  my 
profcffion. 

Enter  C/civn  and  Shetkerd. 
Afide,  afide,  here's  more  matter  fir  a  hot  brain ;  every 
lane's  end,  t  very  /hop,  church,  fcflion,  hanging,  yields 
a  cnreful  man  work. 

Clo.  See,  fe  e  ;  what  a  man  yon  are  now  !  there  is  no 
other  way,  but  to  tell  the  King  file's  a  changeling,  and 
ncne  of  your  fle/Ii  and  blood. 

^hep.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Clo.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

^hcp.  Go  to  then. 

Ch.  She  being  "non"  of  your  flt/h  and  blood,  your  fie  Hi 
and  blood  has  not  oitende  ^  the  King,  and  fo  your  ilefli  ar.;'l 
blocd  r$  not  to  be  punifh  -d  by  him.  Shew  thofe  tliiri  s 
you  found  about  her,  thofe  fecret  things,  all  but  what  fht- 
has  with  her  j  this  being  clone,  \tX.  the  law  go  vvhi{i:je  ;  I 
warrant  you. 

*:/>/>,  I  will  tell  the  King  a'l^  every  worJ,  yea,  and  \i'.v. 
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f>n's  pranks  too  ;  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honefi-  man  nei- 
ther to  his  father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me 
the  King's  brother-in-law. 

Clo.  Indeed  brother-in-law  was  the  fartheftofT you  could 
have  been  to  him,  and  then  your  blood  had  been  the  dearer 
by  I  know  not  how  much  an  ounce. 

ylut.  Very  wifely,  puppies !  [Afide, 
Shep,  Well  5  let  us  to  the  King  ;  there  is  that  in  this 
farthel  will  make  him  fcratch  his  beard. 

Aut.  I  know  not  what  impediment  this  complaint  may 
be  to  the  flight  of  my  mafter. 

Clo.  'Pray  heartily  he  be  at  the  palace. 
Aut,  Tho'  I  am  not  naturally  honeft,  I  am  fo  fome- 
tim:  s  by  chance :  let  me  pocket  up  my  pedler's  excrement.* 
How  now,  ruftiques,  whither  are  you  bound  ? 
Sbep,  Toth'  palace,  an  it  like  your  Worship. 
Aut.  Your  affairs  there,  what,  with  whom,  the  con- 
dition of  that  farthel,  the  place  of  your  dwelling,  your 
names,  your  age,  of  what  having,  breeding,  and  any  thing 
that  is  fitting  for  to  be  known,  difcover. 
Ch.  We  arc  but  plain  fellows,  Sir. 
Aut.  A  lie  5  you  are  rough  and  hairy  ;  let  me  have  no 
lying  ;  it  becomes  none  but  tradcfmen,  and  they  often  give 
VIS  foldiers  the  lie,  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with  ftamped 
coin,  not  ftabbing  fteel,  therefore  they  do  give  us  the  lie. 

C'o.  Your  Worfliip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  if  you 
had  not  taken  your  felf  with  the  manour. 

Shep.  Are  you  a  Courtier,  an't  like  you,  Sir  ? 
Aut.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  am  a  Courtier. 
Seeft  thou  not  the  air  of  the  Court  in  thefe  enfoldings  ? 
hath  not  my  gate  in  it  the  meafure  of  the  Court  ?  re- 
ceives not  thy  nofe  Court-odour  from  me  ?  refledt  I  not  on 
thy  bafenefs.  Court-contempt?  think'fl  thou,  for  that  I 
infinuale,  or  toze  from  thee  thy  buhncfs,  I  am  therefore 
no  Courtier  ?  I  am  Courtier  Cap-a-pe  ;  and  one  that  v/iU 
ciiher  puOi  on,  or  piifh  back  thv  bufmefs  tliere, whereupon 
1  command  thee  to  open  thy  aff.ir. 

yhfp.  My  bufmefs,  Sir,  is  to  the  King, 
^-i'.v;.  What  advocate  haft  thou  to  him  ? 

*  Meaning  li:s  fiillV  Leard. 
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Shep,  I  know  not,  an't  like  you. 
Clo,  Advocate's  the  Court -word  for  a  pheafant ;  fay  yau 
have  none. 

Shep,  None,  Sir  ;  I  have  no  pheafant  cock,  nor  hen. 

Ata»  How  blefs'd  are  we,  that  are  not  fimple  men  ! 
Yet  nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are. 
Therefore  I  will  not  difdain. 

Clo,  This  cannot  but  be  a  great  Courtier. 

Shep,  His  garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not 
handfomly. 

Clo,  He  feems  to  be  the  more  noble  in  being  fantafti- 
cal  ;  a  great  man,  I'll  warrant  ;  I  know  by  the  picking 
on's  teeth. 

Aut.  The  farthel  there  ;  what's  i'th'  farthel  ? 
Wherefore  that  box  ? 

Shep,  Sir,  there  lyes  fuch  fecrets  in  this  farthel  and  box:, 
which  none  muft  know  but  the  King,  and  which  he  fhall 
know  within  this  hour,  if  I  may  come  to  th'fpeech  of  him, 

Aut,  Age,  thou  haft  Joft  thy  labour. 

Shep.  Wliy,  Sir? 

Aut.  The  King  is  not  at  the  palace,  he  is  gone  aboard 
a  new  fhip,  to  purge  melancholy,  and  air  himfelf  j  for  if 
thou  be' ft  capable  of  things  ferious,  thou  muft  know  the 
King  is  full  of  grief, 

Shep,  So 'tis  faid.  Sir,  about  his  fon  that  fhould  have 
married  a  fhepherd's  daughter. 

Aut,  If  tiiat  fhepherd  be  not  in  hand-faft,  let  him  fly  ; 
the  curfes  he  ihall  have,  the  tortures  he  fhal]  feel,  will 
break  the  back  of  man,  the  heart  of  monfter, 

Clo.  Think  you  fo.  Sir  ? 

Aut,  Not  he  alone  /hall  fufFer  what  wit  can  make  heivy  , 
and  vengeance  bitter  ;  but  thofe  that  are  germain  to  him, 
tho'  remov'd  fifty  times,  ftiall  all  come  under  the  hang- 
man ;  which,  the'  it  be  great  pity,  yet  it  is  necefHiry.  An 
old  Oieep-whilftiing  rogue,  a  ram-iender,to  cft'er  to  have  his 
daughter  come  into  grace !  fome  fay  he  /hall  be  fton'd  j  but 
that  death  is  too  foft  for  him,  fay  J  :  draw  cur  throne  iuto  a 
fiieep-cote  !  all  deaths  are  too  few,  the  fharpeft  too  eafie. 

Clo.  Has  the  old  man  e'er  a  fv>n,  Sir,  do  ycu  hear,  an*t 
like  you.  Sir  > 
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Aut.  He  has  a  fon,  who  fhall  be  flay'd  alive,  then 
'nointed  over  with  honey,  fet  on  the  head  of  a  wafp's  neft, 
then  ftand  'till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram  dead  ;  then 
recoverM  again  ^\\}[vAqua-njitayQx{<dm<t  other  hotinfufion ; 
then,  raw  as  he  is,  (and  in  the  hotteft  day  prognortication 
proclaims)  fhall  he  be  fetagainft  a  brick- wall,  the  fun  look- 
ing with  a  fouthward  eye  upon  him, where  he  is  to  behold 
him  with  flies  blown  to  death.  But  what  talk  we  of  thefe 
traitorly  rafcals,  whofe  mifcries  are  to  be  fmilM  at,  their 
offences  being  fo  capital  ?  Tell  me,  (for  you  feem  to  be 
honeft  plain  men)  what  you  have  to  the  King ;  being  fome* 
thing  gently  confider'd,  I'll  bring  you  where  he  is  aboard, 
tender  your  perfons  to  his  prefence,  whifper  him  in  your 
behalf  j  and  if  it  be  in  man,  befides  the  King,  to  effect 
your  fuits,  here  is  a  man  fhall  do  it. 

C/5.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  authority ;  clofe  with  him, 
give  him  gold  ;  and  though  authority  be  a  flubborn  bear,  yet 
he  is  oft  led  by  the  nofe  with  gold  \  fhew  the  infide  of  your 
purfe  to  the  outfide  of  his  hand,  and  no  more  ado :  Re- 
member ftorCd  and  jiay" d  alhe, 

Shcp.  An't  pleafs  you.  Sir,  to  undertake  the  bufinefs 
for  us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have :  Til  make  it  as  much  more, 
and  leave  this  young  man  in  pawn  'till  I  bring  it  you, 

Aut.  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed  ? 

Shep,  Ay,  Sir. 

Aut,  Well,  give  me  the  moiety.  Are  you  a  party  in 
this  bufinefs  ? 

Clo.  In  fome  fort,  Sir  ;  but  tho'  my  cafe  be  a  pitiful  one, 
I  hope  I  fhall  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it. 

Aut.  Oh,  that's  the  cafe  of  the  fhepherd's  fon  5  hang 
him,  he'll  be  made  an  example. 

Clo.  Comfort,  gooci  comfort  j  we  mull  to  the  King,  and 
(hew  our  flrangc  fights  ;  he  mull  know  'tis  none  of  your 
daughter  nor  my  fif^-er,  we  are  gone  elfe.  Sir,  I  will  give 
you  as  much  as  this  old  man  does,  when  the  bufinefs  is 
pcrform'd,  and  remain,  as  he  fays,  your  pawn  'till  it  be 
brought  you. 

Aut,  I  will  trufl  you  \  walk  before  toward  the  fea-fide, 
go  on  the  right  hand,  I  will  but  look  upon  the  hedge,  ani 
follow  you, 
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Clo.  We  are  blefsM  in  this  man,  as  I  may  fay,  even 
blefsM. 

Sbep,  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us  5  he  was  provided  to 
do  us  good,  [Exeunt  Shepherd  and  Cloivn, 

Aut,  If  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honeft,  I  lee  Fortune  would 
not  fuifer  me  ;  flie  drops  booties  in  my  mouth.  I  am  court- 
ed now  with  a  double  occalion  :  gold,  and  a  means  to  do 
the  Prince  my  mailer  good  5  which,  who  knows  how  that 
may  turn  back  to  my  advancement  ?  I  wilJ  bring  thefe  two 
moles,  thefe  blind  ones,  aboard  him  ;  if  he  think  it  fit  to 
flioar  them  again,  and  that  the  complaint  they  have  to  the 
King  concerns  him  nothing,  let  him  call  me  rogue,  for  be- 
ing fo  far  officious  ;  for  I  am  proof  againft  that  title,  and 
what  fhame  elfe  belongs  to't :  to  him  will  I  prefent  them, 
there  may  be  matter  in  it.  {Exit^ 

ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

Changes  to  Sicilia, 
Enter  Leontes,  Cleomines,  Dion,  Paulina,  and  Servants. 
Cle*  O  IR,  you  have  done  enough,  and  have  performed 
1^  A  faint-like  forrow  :  no  fault  could  you  make. 
Which  you  have  not  redeemM  ;  indeed  paid  down 
More  penitence,  than  done  trefpafs.    At  the  Inft 
Do  as  the  heavens  have  done,  forget  your  evil  j 
With  them  forgive  your  felf, 

Leo.  Whilft  I  remember 
Her  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemifhes  in  them,  and  fo  ftill  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  my  felf  5  which  was  fo  much 
That  heir-lefs  it  hath  made  my  Kingdom,  and 
Deftroy'd  the  fweet'ft  companion  that  e'er  man 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of. 

Pau,  True,  too  true,  my  Lord  5 
If  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  world, 
Or  from  the  all  that  are  took  fomething  good. 
To  make  a  perfeft  woman,  fhe  you  kiU'd 
Would  be  unparalleled. 

Leo.  I  think  fo.    Kill'd  ? 
She  I  kiird  ?  I  did  fo,  but  thou  ftrik'it  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did  j  it  is  as  bitter 
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Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  my  thought.  Now,  good  now. 
Say  fo  but  feldom.' 

Cieo.  Not  at  all,  good  Lady  ; 
You  might  have  fpoke  a  thoufand  things  th^t  would 
Hl'vc  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  kindnefs  better. 

Pau,  You  are  one  of  thofe 
Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dion,  If  you  would  not. 
You  pity  not  the  ftate,  nor  the  remembrance 
Of  his  moft  fovereign  name  5  confidev  little. 
What  dangers  (by  his  Highnefs'  fail  of  ilfue) 
,May  drop  upon  his  kingc'cm,  and  devour 
Incertain  lookers  on.    Wh  it  were  more  holy. 
Than  to  rejoice  the  Former  Queen  ?   Th'S  will. 
What  holier  than  for  royalty's  repair. 
For  prefent  comfort,  and  for  future  good. 
To  blefs  the  bed  of  Majefly  again. 
With  a  fweet  fellow  to't  ? 

Pan.  There  is  none  worthy, 
Refpedting  her  that's  ^one  j  befides,  the  Gods 
Will  have  fulfillV.  their  fecret  pui'pofes : 
For  has  not  the  divine  Al  olio  faid, 
Is't  not  the  tenour  of  his  Oracle, 
That  King  Leontes  fhall  not  have  an  heir, 
'Till  his  loft  child  be  found  ?  which,  that  it  fhalJ, 
Is  all  as  monftrous  to  our  human  reafon. 
As  my  Antigonus  to  break  his  grave, 
And  come  again  to  me }  who,  on  my  life, 
Did  perifh  with  the  infant.    'Tis  your  counfcl 
My  Lord  fhould  to  the  heav*ns  be  contrary, 
Oppofc  againft  their  wills.  Care  not  for  iffue  ;  [To  the  King, 
The  crown  will  find  an  heir.    Gifs^t  Alexander 
Left  his  to  th'  worthi^ift  ;  fo  his  fuccelTor 
Was  like  to  be  the  beft. 

Leo.  Ah  !  go;)d  Faulina, 
Who  haft  the  memory  of  Hermionef 
I  know,  in  honour  5  O,  that  ever  I 
Had  fquar'd  me  to  thy  counfel  ;  then,  even  now 
1  mii^ht  have  lopk'd  upon  my  Queen's  full  eyes. 

Have 


76  The  Winter's  Tale, 

Have  taken  treafure  from  her  lips ! 

Pan.  And  left  them 
More  rich,  for  what  they  yielded. 

Leo,  Thou  fpeak'ft  truth  : 
No  more  fuch  wiv^,  therefore  no  wife  ;  one  worfc 
And  better  usM  would  make  her  fainted  fpirit 
Again  poflefs  her  corps,  and  on  this  flage, 
(Where  we  offended  anew)  appear  foul-vext^ 
And  begin,  why  to  me  ? 

Pau,  Had  fhe  fuch  power. 
She  had  juft  caufe. 

Leo.  She  had,  and  would  incenfe  me 
To  murther  her  I  married. 
'    Pau.  I  fhould  fo: 

Were  I  the  ghoft  that  walk'd,  I'd  bid  you  mark 
Her  eye,  and  tell  me  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  chofe  her  5  then  Td  fhriek,  that  even  your  ears 
Should  rift  to  hear  me,  and  the  words  that  follow 'd 
Should  be,  Remember  mine. 

Leo.  Stars,  very  ftars. 
And  all  eyes  elfe,  dead  coals  :  fear  thou  no  wife  5 
I'll  have  no  wife,  Paulina, 

Pau.  Will  you  fwear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  leave  ? 

Leo.  Never,  Paulina,  fo  be  blefs'd  my  fpirit  ! 

Pau,  Then,  good  my  Lords,  bear  witnefs  to  his  oath, 

Cleo.  Ycu  tempt  him  over-much, 

Pau.  Unlefs  another. 
As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  pidlure. 
Affront  his  eye. 

Cleo.  Good  Madam,  pray  have  done; 

Pau,  Yet  if  my  Lord  will  marry  ;  if  you  will,  Sir  j 
No  remedy,  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  office 
To  chufe  you  a  Queen  ;  fhe  fhall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former,  'but  fhe  fliall  be  fuch. 
As,  walk'd  your  firil:  Queen's  ghoft,  it  fhould  take  joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  arms. 

Leo.  My  true  Paulina, 
We  fliall  not  marry,  'tili  thou  bidd'ft  us, 
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Pau,  That 

Shall  be,  when  your  firft  Queen's  again  in  breath: 
Never  'till  then. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  a  Gmhman, 
Gent.  One  that  gives  himfelf  out  Prince  FloriTcel^ 
Son     Polixcnes,  with  his  Princefs  (/he 
The  faireft  I  have  yet  beheld)  defires  accefs 
Tp  your  high  prefence. 

Leo.  What  with  him  ?  he  comes  not 
Like  to  his  fatlier^s  greatnefs ;  his  approach. 
So  out  of  circumftance  and  fudden,  tells  us 
'Tis  not  a  vifitation  framed,  but  forc'd 
By  need  and  accident.    What  train? 

Gent.  But  few. 
And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo.  His  Princefs,  fay  you,  with  him  ? 
Gent.  Yes  j  the  moft  peerlefs  piece  of  eartfi,  I  think. 
That  e'er  the  fun  fhone  bright  on. 

Pau,  Oh  Hermione, 
As  every  prefent  time  doth  boaft  it  felf 
Above  a  better,  gone  j  fo  muft  thy  graces 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.    Sir,  you  your  felf 
Have  faidj  and  writ  fo,  that  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  on  that  theme  ;  pe  had  not  been 
Nor  ivas  Jhe  ts  be  equalV d  j  thus  your  verfe 
Flow'd  with  her  beauty  once,  *tis  fhrewdly  ebb'd. 
To  fay  you've  feen  a  better. 

Gent.  Pardon,  Madam  ; 
The  one  I  have  almoft  forgot,  (your  pardon) 
The  other,  when  fhe  has  obtained  your  eye. 
Will  have  your  tongue  too.    This  is  fuch  a  creature^ 
Would  (he  begin. a  fe£l,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  profeffors  elfej  make  profelytes 
Of  whom  (he  but  bid  follow, 
Pau.  How  ?  not  women  ? 

Gent,  Women  will  love  her,  that  Hie  is  a  woman 
More  worth  than  any  man  :  men,  that  fhe  is^ 
The  rareft  of  all  women, 

Leo.  Go,  Clcomines  ; 

Your  felf  (aflifted  with  your  honour'd  friends) 

V9i..  IV.  H  Bring 
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Bring  them  to  our  embracement.   Still  'tis  l^range 

He  thus  Ihould  fteal  upon  us.  [Exit  CleomincSi 

Pau,  Had  our  Prince 
(Jewel  of  children)  feen  this  hour,  he  had  pairM 
*  Well  with  this  Lord  ;  there  was  not  a  full  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leo.  Pr'ythee  no  more  5  thou  knovv'ft 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of :  fure 
When  I  fhall  fee  this  gentleman,  thy  fpeeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that  which  may 
Unfurniih  me  of  reafon.    They  are  come. 

SCENE  HI. 
Enter  Florizel,  Perdita,  Cleomines,  and  others^ 
Your  mother  was  moft  true  to  wedlock,  Prince, 
For  fhe  did  print  your  royal  father  off. 
Conceiving  you.    Were  I  but  twenty  one. 
Your  father's  image  is  fo  hit  in  you. 
His  very  air,  that  I  fhould  call  you  brother. 
As  I  did  him,  and  fpeak  of  fomething  wildly 
By  us  perfcrm'd  before.    Moft  dearly  v/elcome. 
And  your  fair  Princefs  :  Goddefs,  oh  !  alas ! 
I  loft  a  couple,  that  'twixt  heav'n  and  earth 
IVIight  thus  have  flood  begetting  wonder,  as 
Tou,  gracious  couple,  do  ;  and  then  I  loft 
(All  mine  own  folly)  the  fociety. 
Amity  to  your  brave  father,  whom 
(Tho'  bearing  mifery)  I  defire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  on. 

F/o,  Sir,  by  his  command 
Have  I  here  touch'd  Sicilia,  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  King,  as  friend. 
Cap  fend  his  brother  j  and  but  infirmity," 
Which  waits  upon  worn  times,  hath  fomething  felz'd 
His  wifhM  ability,  he  had  himfelf 
The  lands  and  waters  'twixt  your  throne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you  whom  he  loves. 
He  bad  me  fay  fo,  more  than  all  the  fceptera 
And  thofe  that  bear  them  living, 

Leo.  Oh  my  brother ! 
Good  gentlenaan,  the  wrongs  I  hslve  don?  thee  Aif 
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Afrefli  within  me ;  and  tHefe  thy  offices. 

So  rarely  kind,  are  as  interpreters 

Of  my  behind-hand  flacknefs.    Welcome  hither. 

As  is  the  fpring  to  th'  earth.    And  hath  he  too 

Expos'd  this  paragon  to  th'  fearful  ufage 

(At  leaft  ungentle)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune, 

To  greet  a  man,  not  worth  her  pains  j  much  lefs 

Th'  adventure  of  her  perfon  ? 

Flo.  Good  my  Lord, 
She  came  from  Lyhia. 

Leo,  Where  the  warlike  Smahs, 
That  noble  honoured  Lord,  is  fear'd,  and  lov'd  ? 

F/o.  Moft  royal  Sir,  from  thence,   from  him  whofs 
daughter 

His  tears  prcclaim'd  his,  parting  with  her;  thence 
(A  profperous  fouth-wind  friendly)  we  havecrofs'd. 
To  execute  the  charge  my  father  gave  me. 
For  vifiting  your  Highnefs;  my  beft  train 
I  have  from  your  Sicilian  fhores  difmifs'd. 
Who  for  Bithynia  bend,  to  fignifie 
Not  only  my  fuccefs  in  Lyhia,  Sir, 
But  my  arrival,  and  my  wife's,  in  fafety 
Here,  where  we  happily  are, 

Leo.  The  blefTed  Gods 
Purge  all  infe£lion  from  our  air,  whilft  you 
Do  climate  here  !  you  have  a  holy  father, 
A  graceful  gentleman,  againft  whofe  perfon. 
So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  fin  ; 
For  which  the  heavens,  taking  angry  note, 
Have  left  me  iflTue-lefs ;  and  your  father's  blefs'd. 
As  he  from  heaven  merits  it,  with  you 
Worthy  his  goodnef^.    What  might  I  have  been. 
Might  I  a  fon  and  daughter  now  have  look'd  on. 
Such  goodly  things  as  you  ! 

SCENE  IV.    Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Mofl-  noble  Sir, 
That  which  I  fhall  report  will  bear  no  credit. 
Were  not  the  proof  fo  nigh.    Pleafe  you,  great  Sif, 
Bithynia  greets  you  from  himfelf  by  me  j 
Defires  you  to  attach  his  fon,  who  has, 
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His  dignity  and  duty  both  caft  off,  , 
Fled  from  his  father,  from  his  hopes,  and  with 
A  fhepherd's  daughter. 

Leo.  .Where's  Bithynia  f  fnealc. 

Lord,  Here  in  your  cFty  ;  I  now  came  from  him» 
I  fpeak  amazediy,  and  it  becomes 
My  marvel,  and  my  mefTage  :  to  your  Court 
Whilft  he  was  haftning,  in  the  chafe,  it  feems. 
Of  this  fair  couple,  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  father  of  thiy  feeming  Lady,  and 
Her  brother,  having  both  their  country  quitted 
With  this  young  Prince. 

Flo.  Camillo  has  betray M  me, 
Whcfe  honour  and  vthofe  honefcy  'till  now 
Endur'd  all  weathers. 

Lord.  Lay't  fo  to  his  charge  ; 
He's  with  the  King  your  father. 

Leo,  Who?  Cai/iillo? 

Lord,  Camillo,  Sir,  I  fpake  with  him,  who  now 
Has  the^e  poor  men  in  queftion.    Never  faw  I 
Wretches  fo  quake  5  they  kneel,  they  kifs  the  earth  3 
Forfwear  them fe;ves  as  often  as  they  fpeak  : 
Bithynia  ftops  his  ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths,  in  death. 

Per.  Oh  my  poor  father  ! 
The  heav'n,  which  fets  fpies  on  us,  will  net  have 
Our  contrad  celebrated. 

Leo.  You  are  marry'd  ? 

FIo»  We  are  not.  Sir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be  5 
The  ftars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  valleys  firft  j 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 

Leo.  My  Lord. 
Is  this  the  daughter  of  a  King  ? 

Flo.  She  is. 
When  once  fbe  is  my  wife. 

Leo,  That  once  I  fee,  by  your  good  father's  fpeed^ 
W'ill  come  on  very  flowiy.    I  am  forry, 
Moft  forry  you  have  broken  from  his  liking. 
Where  you  were  tyM  in  duty  ;  and  as  forry 
Your  choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  birth  as  beaut 

Tha 
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That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

F/or.  Dear,  look  up  j 
Though  Fortune  vifible,  an  enemy, 
Should  chafe  us,  with  my  father ;  power  no  jot 
Hath  fhe  to  change  our  loves.    'Befeech  you.  Sir, 
Remember  fince  you  owM  no  more  to  Time 
Than  I  do  now  j  with  thought  of  fuch  afteftions. 
Step  forth  mine  advocate  :  at  your  requeft, 
My  father  will  grant  precious  things,  as  trifles^ 

Leo,  Would  he  do  fo,  Td  beg  your  precious  miftrefs. 
Which  he  counts  but  a  trifle. 

"Pau,  Sir,  my  Liege, 
Your  eye  hath  too  much  youth  in*t ;  not  a  month 
'Fore  your  Queen  dy'd,  Ihe  was  more  worth  fuch  gazei 
Than  what  you  look  on  now. 

hco.  I  thought  of  her, 
Even  in  thefe  looks  I  made.   But  your  petition 
Is  yet  unanfwer'd  ;  I  will  to  your  father  ; 
Your  honour  not  o'er-thrown  by  your  defires, 
I'm  friend  to  them  and  you  ;  upon  which  errand 
I  now  go  toward  him,  therefore  follow  me,  v 
And  mark  what  way  I  make  :  come,  good  my  Lord* 

[Exeunt» 

SCENE  V.    Enter  Autolicus,  and  a  Gentleman, 

Aut.  'Befeech  you,  Sir,  were  you  prefent  at  this  relation  ? 

I  Gent,  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  fardel,  heard  the 
old  fhepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it  \  where- 
upon, after  a  little  amazednefs,  we  were  all  commanded 
rut  of  the  chamber  ;  only  this,  me-thought,  I  heard  the 
fhepherd  fay,  he  found  the  child. 

Aut-  1  would  moft  gladly  know  theiflue  of  it. 

I  Gent.  I  make  a  broken  delivery  of  the  bufmefs  ;  but 
the  changes  I  perceived  in  the  King  and  C^w/V/o,  were  very 
notes  of  admiration  ;  they  leem'd  almoft,  with  ftaring  on 
one  another,  to  tear  the  cafes  of  their  eyes.  There  waj 
fpecch  in  their  dumbncfs,  language  in  their  very  gefture  ; 
they  look'd  as  if  they  had  heard  of  a  world  ranfom'd,  or 
onedeftroy'd  5  a  notable  paflion  of  wonder  appeared  in  them  j 
but  the  wifeft  beholder,  that  knew  no  more  but  feeing, 
H  3  tm\i 
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could  not  fay  if  th'  importance  were  jcy  or  forrow  5  but  in 
the  extremiiy  of  the  one  it  muft  needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman, 
Here  comes  a  gentleman  that  happily  knows  more :  the 
news,  Roger 0  f 

2  Gent.  Nothing  but  bonfires :  the  Oracle  is  fulfilPd  5 
the  King's  daughter  is  found  ;  fuch  a  deal  of  wonder  is 
broken  out  within  this  hour,  that  ballad-makers  cannot  be 
able  to  exprefs  it. 

Enter  another  Gentleman, 
Here  comes  the  Lady  Paulina^  Steward,  he  can  deliver  you 
more.    How  gocsitfjow,  Sir?  this  news  vvhich  is  callM 
true  is  fo  like  an  old  tale,  that  the  verity  of  it  is  in  flrong 
fufpicion  5  has  t"he  Kijig  found  his  heir  ? 

3  Gent,  Moft  true,  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant  by  cir- 
cumftance  :  that  which  you  hear,  you'll  fwear  you  fee, 
there  is  fuch  unity  in  the  proofs.  The  mantle  of  Queen 
Ilermione her  jewel  about  the  neck  of  it;  the  letters  of 
AntigovMi  found  with  it,  which  they  know  to  be  his  cha- 
ra<5ler  ;  the  majefly  of  the  creature,  in  refemblance  of  the 
mother  ;  the  affedtion  of  noblenefs,  which  nature  fi:ev/s 
above  her  breeding  ;  and  many  other  evidences  proclaim  her 
with  all  certainty  to  be  the  King's  daughter.  Did  you  fee 
the  meeting  of  the  two  Kings  ? 

2  Gent,  No. 

3  Gent,  Then  have  you  loft  a  fight  which  was  to  be  feen, 
cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  beheld  one  joy 
crown  another,  fo  ar«l  in  fuch  a  manner,  that  it  feem'd  for- 
row wept  to  take  leave  of  them,  for  their  joy  waded  in 
tears.  There  v/as  cafthig  up  of  eyes,  holding  up  of  hands, 
with  countenance  of  fuch  dillraclion,  that  they  were  to  be 
known  by  garment,  not  by  favour.  Our  King  being  ready 
to  leap  out  of  himfelf,  for  joy  of  his  found  daughter,  as  if 
that  joy  w^ere  now  become  a  lofs,  cries,  oh,  thy  mother, 
thy  mother  !  then  afks  5;>^jw.^fo'-givenefs  j  then  embraces 
his  fon-in-law ;  then  again  worries  he  his  daughter  with 
clipping  her.  Now  he  thanks  the  old  fhepherd,  who  ftands 
by  like  a  weather-beaten  conduit  of  many  Kings  reigns.  I 
never  heard  of  fuch  another  encounter,  which  lames  rept>rE 
to  follow  it,  and  undot-s  doicription  to  draw  it. 
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2  Gent.  What  pray  you  became  of  Antigonus,  that  cai- 
hence  the  child  ? 

3  Gent,  Like  an  old  tale  /till,  which  will  have  matters 
torehearfe,  tho'  credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  ear  open  j  h© 
was  torrt  to  pieces  with  a  bear  ;  this  avouches  the  /hepherd'a 
fon,  who  has  not  only  his  innocence,  which  feems  much, 
to  juftifie  him,  but  a  liandkerchief  and  rings  of  his,  that 
Paulina  knows. 

I  Gent,  What  became  of  his  bark,  and  his  followers  ? 

3  Gent,  Wreck'd  the  fame  inftant"  of  their  mafter'a 
d«ath,  and  in  the  view  of  the  ftepherd  ;  fo  that  all  the  in- 
ftruments  which  aided  to  expofe  the  child,  were  even  then 
loft,  when  it  was  found.  But  oh  the  noble  combat,  that 
'twixt  joy  and  forrow  was  fought  in  Paulina!  fhe  had  one 
eye  declin'd  for  the  lofs  of  her  hufband,  another  elevated 
that  the  Oracle  was  fulfilTd.  She  lifted  the  Princefs  from 
the  earth,  and  fo  lock'd  her  in  embracing,  as  if  fhe  would 
pin  h'tr  to  her  heart,  that  fhe  might  no  more  be  in  dan- 
ger of  lofing. 

I  Gent.  The  dignity  of  this  aft  was  worth  the  audience 
of  Kings  and  Princes,  for  by  fuch  was  it  adled. 

3  Gent,  One  of  the  prettied  touches  of  all,  anc!  that 
which  angled  for  mine  eyes,  was,  when  at  the  relation 
of  the  Queen's  death,  with  the  manner  how  /he  came  to  it, 
brave'y  confefb'd,  and  lamented  by  the  King,  how  atten- 
tivenefs  wounded  his  daughter,  'till,  from  one  fign  of  do- 
lour to  another,  fhe  did,  with  an  alas,  I  would  fain  fay, 
bleed  tears  j  for  I  am  fure,  my  heart  wept  blood.  Who 
was  mofl  marble  there  changed  colour  5  fome  fvvooned,  all 
for  rowed  :  if  all  the  world  could  have  feen't,  the  woe  had 
been  univerfal. 

I  Gent.  Are  they  returned  to  the  Court  ? 

'I  Gent,  No.  Ths  Princefs  hearing  of  her  mother's  fta- 
tue,  which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina^  a  piece  many 
years  in  doing,  and  now  newly  perform'd  by  that  rare  Italian 
mafter,  yulio  Romano^  who,  had  he  himfelf  eternity  and 
copld  put  breath  into  his  work,  would  beguile  nature  of  her 
cnilroni,  fo  perfeftly  he  is  her  ape.  He  fo  near  to  Hermiove 
hath  done  Ilermione,  that  they  fay  one  would  fpeak  to  her. 
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and  fl;an4  in  hope  of  anfwer.  Thither  with  all  greedinefs 
of  affe<5tion  are  they  gone,  and  there  they  intend  to  fup. 

a  Gent,  I  thought  fhe  had  feme  great  matter  there  ia 
hand,  for  /he  hath  privately  twice  or  thrice  a-day,  epcr  fince 
the  death  of  i/frw/ow<r,  vifited  that  removed  ho ufe.  Shall 
we  thither,  and  with  our  company  piece  the  rejoicing? 

I  Gent,  "Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  of 
accefs  ?  every  wink  of  an  eye,  fome  new  grace  will  be 
born  :  ouf  abfence  makes  us  unthrifcy  to  our  knowledge. 
Let's  along.  [Exeunt, 

Aut,  Now,  had  not  I  the  dafh  of  my  former  life  in  me, 
would  preferment  drop  on  my  head,  I  brought  the  old 
man  and  his  fon  aboard  the  Prince  ;  told  him,  I  heard 
them  talk  of  a  farthel,  and  I  know  not  what;  but  he  at 
that  time,  over- fond  of  the  fhepherd's  dai^hter(fo  he  then 
took  her  to  be)  who  began  to  be  much  fea-fick,  and  him- 
felf  little  better,  extremity  of  weather  continuing,  this 
myftery  remained  undifcover'd.  But  'tis  all  one  to  mc  ;  for 
had  I  been  the  finder  out  of  this  fecret,  it  would  not  have 
rehHiM  among  my  other  difcredits. 

SCENE  VI.    Enter  Shepherd  and  Clown, 
Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  tn  againft  my  will,  and 
already  appearing  in  the  bloflbms  of  their  fortune. 

Shep,  Come,  boy,  I  am  pafi:  more  children ;  but  thy 
fons  and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen  bom. 

Clo,  You  are  well  met.  Sir ;  \T^o  Autolicus.]  you  denied 
to  fight  with  me  the  other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  gentle*, 
man  born  :  fee  you  thefe  cloaths  ?  fay  you  fee  them  not, 
and  think  mc  ftill  no  gentleman  born.  You  were  beft  fay 
tfaefe  robes  are  not  gentlemen  born.  Give  me  the  lie  5  do, 
and  try  whether  I  am  not  now  a  gentleman  born. 

Aut.  I  know  you  ate  now,  Sir,  a  gentleman  born. 

Clo,  Ay,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours. 

Sbep.  And  fo  have  I,  boy. 

Clo,  So  you  have  ;  but  I  was  a  gentleman  born  before 
my  father  ;  for  the  King's  fon  took  me  by  the  harid,  and 
call'd  me  brother  ;  and  then  the  two  Kings  call'd  my  father 
brother  ;  and  then  the  Prince  my  brother,  and  the  Princefs 
my  fifter  callM  ray  father,  father,  and  fo  we  wept ;  and 
there  was  the  firft  gentlemanlike  cms  that  ever  we  /bed, 

Shep, 
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:^hep.  We  may  live,  Ton,  to  fhed  many  more. 

Ch.  Ay,  orelfe 'twere  hard  luck,  being  in  fo  prepofte- 
rous  cftate  as  we  are. 

Aut.  I  humbly  befeech  you,  Sir,  to  pardon  me  all  the 
faults  I  have  committed  to  your  Worfhip,  and  to  give  me 
your  good  report  to  the  Prince,  my  mafter. 

Shep.  Pr'ythee,  fon,  do  i  for  we  mull  be  gentle,  now 
we  are  gentlemen. 

C/o.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life? 

Aut,  Ay,  an  it  like  your  Worfhip. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand  }  1  will  fwear  to  the  Prince, 
thou  art  as  honeft  a  true  fellow  as  any  is  in  Bithynia, 

Shep,  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 

Clo,  Not  fwear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman?  let  boors 
and  franklins  fay  it.  Til  fwear  it. 

Shep.  How  if  it  be  falfe,  fon  ? 

Clo,  If  it  be  never  fo  falfe,  a  true  gentleman  may  fwear 
it  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  :  and  I'll  fwear  to  the  Frince, 
thou  art  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and  that  thou  wilt  not 
be  drunk  ;  but  I  know  thou  art  no  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands, 
and  that  thou  wilt  be  drunk  ;  but  I'll  fwear  it,  and  I  would 
thou  would'ft  be  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands. 

Aut,  I  will  prove  fo,  Sir,  to  my  power. 

Clo,  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  fellow;  if  I  do  not 
wonder  how  thou  dar'ft  venture  to  be  drunk,  not  being  a 
tall  fellow,  truR  me  not.  Hark,  the  Kings  and  the  Princes 
our  kindred  are  going  to  fee  the  Queen's  pidure.  Come, 
follow  us :  we'll  be  thy  good  mafters.  [Exeunc% 

SCENE  VII.    Paulina'5  Houfe, 
Enter  Leonte?,    Polixenes,  Florizel,  Perdita,  Camillo, 
Paulina,  Lords  and  Attendants. 

Leo.  O  grave  and  good  Paulina ^  the  great  comfort. 
That  I  have  had  of  thee  ! 

Pau.  What,  fovereign  Sir, 
I  did  not  well,  I  meant  well ;  all  my  fer vices 
You  have  paid  home.    But  that  you  have  vouchfafM 
With  your  crown'd  brother,  and  thefe  your  contraiSled 
Heirs  of  your  Kingdom?,  my  poor  houfe  tovifit. 
It  is  a  furplus  of  your  grace,' which  never 
•My  life  may  la  ft  to  anfwer. 

Leo.  O  Paulina y  W« 
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We  honour  you  with  trouble,  but  we  came 
To  fee  the  ftatue  of  our  Queen.    Your  gallery 
Have  we  pafs'd  through,  not  without  much  content. 
In  many  Angularities ;  but  we  faw  not 
That  which  my  daughter  came  to  look  upon> 
The  ftatue  of  her  mother. 

Pau,  AsfhelivM  peerlefs. 
So  her  dead  likenefs  I  do  well  believe 
Excells  whatever  yet  you  look'd  upon. 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done  ;  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lonely,  apart.    But  here  It  is  ;  prepare 
To  fee  the  life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  Deep  mock'd  death  j  behold,  and  fay  'tis  well# 

[Pau.  draws  a  curtain,  and difccvert  lltT»  Jiandin^ 
like  a  ftatue^ 
I  like  your  filence,  it  the  more  fhews  off 
Your  wonder  ;  but  yet  fpeak,  fir  ft  you,  my  Liege^ 
Comes  it  not  fomething  near  ? 

heo»  Her  natural  pofture  ! 
Chide  me,  dear  ftone,  that  I  may  fay  indeed 
Thou  art  Hermione  j  or  rather,  thou  art  ftie. 
In  thy  not  chiding  J  for  fhe  was  as  tender 
As  infancy  and  grace.    But  yet,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled,  nothing 
So  aged  as  this  feems. 

PoL  Oh,  not  by  much. 

Pau,  So  much  the  more  our  carver's  excellence. 
Which  lets  go  by  fome  fixteen  years,  and  makes  her 
As  ftie  livM  now. 

heo*  As  now  ftie  might  have  done, 
So  much  to  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  foul.    Oh,  thus  fhe  ftood  ; 
Even  with  fuch  life  of  Majefty,  warm  life. 
As  now  it  coldly  ftands,  when  firft  I  woo'd  her. 
I  am  afhamM  j  does  not  the  ftone  rebuke  me. 
For  being  more  ftone  than  it  ?  oh  royal  piece  \ 
There*s  magick  in  thy  Majefty,  which  has 
My  evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance ;  and 
From  thy  admiring  daughter  took  thcfpirits. 
Standing  like  ftone  with  thee. 
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Per»  And  give  me  leave, 
And  do  not  fay  'tis  fuperftition,  that 
I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  blefling.  Lady, 
Dear  Queen !  that  ended  when  I  but  began. 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours  to  kifs. 

Paut  Oj  patience  5 
The  ftatue  is  but  newly  fixM  5  the  colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  Lord,  your  forrow  was  too  fore  laid  on^ 
"Which  fixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away, 
'  So  many  fummers  dry  j  fcarce  any  joy 
Did  ever  fo  long  live  j  no  forrow. 
But  kiird  it  felf  much  fooner. 

Pol,  Dear  my  brother, 
Let  him  that  was  the  caufe  of  this,  have  power 
To  take  off  fo  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himfeif. 

Pau,  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
If  I  had  thought  the  fight  of  my  poor  image 
W^ould  thus  have  wrought  you,  for  the  Hone  is  mine, 
I'd  not  have  fhew'd  you  it. 
Leo.  Do  not  draw  the  curtaint 
Pau.  No  longer  fhall  you  gaze  on't,  left  your  fancy 
May  think  anon,  it  move. 

Leo,  Let  be,  let  be  5 
Would  I  were  dead,  but  that  methinks  already  ^ 
What  was  he  that  did  make  it  ?  fee,  my  Lord, 
Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd  5  and  that  thofe  veins 
Did  verily  bear  blood  ? 

Pol.  Mafterly  done ! 
The  very  life  feems  warm  upon  her  lip. 

Leo.  The  fixure  of  her  eye  has  motion  jn*t. 
As  we  were  mock'd  with  art. 

Pau,  I'll  draw  the  curtain. 
My  Lord's  almoft  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon  it  lives. 

Leo,  O  fweet  Paulina^ 
Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  years  together  £ 
No  fettled  fenfes  of  the  world  can  match 
The  pleafure  of  that  madnefs.    Lct'c  alone* 

Pau, 
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Pau,  I'm  forry,  Sir,  I  have  thus  far  llirr'd  you  5  but 
I  could  afflift  you  further. 

Leo.  Do,  PauUna  j 
For  this  affli£iion  has  a  tafte  as  fweet 
As  any  cordial  comfcrt.    Still  methinks 
There  is  an  air  comes  from  her.    What  fine  ch'zzel 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath  ?  let  no  man  mock  me,  i 
For  I  will  kifs  her. 

Pau.  Good  my  Lord,  forbear ; 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  lips  is  wet ; 
You'll  mar  it,  if  you  kifs  it  5  ftain  your  own 
With  oily  painting  ;  fhall  I  draw  the  curtain  ? 
Leo»  No,  not  thefe  twenty  years. 
per.  So  long  could  I 
Stand  by,  a  looker  on. 

Pau.  Either  forbear, 
Quit  prefently  the  ch.ippel,  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amazement  j  if  you  can  behold  it, 
I'll  make  the  ftatue  move  indeed,  defcend. 
And  take  you  by  the  hand  ;  but  then  you'll  think, 
Which  I  proteft  againft,  I  am  afiifted 
By  wicked  powers. 

Leo.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
lam  content  to  look  on  j  what  to  fpeak, 
J  am  content  to  hear;  for  'tis  as  eafie 
To  make  her  fpeak,  as  move. 

Pau.  It  is  required 
You  do  awake  your  faith  ;  then  all  fland  ftill  i 
Or  thofe  that  think  it  is  unlawful  bufinefs 
J  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leo.  Proceed  j 
No  foot  fliall  ftir. 

Pau,  Mufick  ;  awake  her  :  i^rike;  [Mujjck, 
'Tis  time,  defcend  ;  be  flone  no  more  ;  approach, 
Strike^all  that  look  on  you  with  marvek  Come, 
I'll  fill  your  grave  up  :  ftir,  nay,  come  away  : 
Bequeath  to  death  your  numbnefs  ;  f  ir  from  him 
Dear  life  redeems  you  ;  you  perceive  /he  ftir*;, 

[Her*,  comes  dcwn» 

Start  not,  her  alliens  (hall  be  holy,  as 

You 


^he  TVinter's  Tale.  89 

You  hear  my  fpell  Is  lawful  ;  do  not  fhun  her. 
Until  you  fee  her  die  again,  for  then 
You  kill  her  double.    Nay,  prefcnt  your  hand  ; 
When  fhe  was  young,  you  woo'd  her  j  now  in  age. 
Is  fhe  become  the  fuitor, 

Leo.  Oh,  fhe's  warm  5  [Embracing  her. 

If  this  be  magick,  let  it  be  an  art 
Lawful  as  eating, 

Fol,  She  embraces  him. 
Cam,  She  hangs  about  his  neck  ; 
If  fhe  pertain  to  life,  let  her  fpeak  too, 

Fol.  Ay,  and  make  manifeft  where  fhe  has  liv'dj 
Or  how  {lol'n  from  the  dead, 

Pau.  That  ihe  is  living, 
Were  it  but  told  you,  fhould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale  ;  but  it  appears  fhe  lives, 
Tho*  yet  fhe  fpeak  not.    Mark  a  little  while, 
Pleafe  you  to  interpofe,  fair  Madam,  kne*l. 
And  pray  your  mother's  bleffing  j  turn,  good  Lady, 
OxyxPcrdita  is  found.  [Prefer.ting  Perdita,Wi6fl  kneels  to  Her. 

Her.  You  Gods,  look  down. 
And  from  your  facred  vials  pour  your  graces 
Upon  my  daughter's  head  !  tell  me,  mine  own. 
Where  haft  thou  been  preferv'd  ?  where  liv'd  ?  how  founi 
Thy  father's  Court  ?  for  thou  ihalt  hear  that  I, 
Knowing  by  Paulina  that  the  Oracle 
Gave  hope  thou  waft  in  being,  have  preferv'd 
My  felf,  to  fee  the  iflue. 

Pau.  There's  time  enough  for  that ; 
Left  they  defire,  upon  this  pufh,  to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation.    Go  together. 
You  precious  winners  all,  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one  j  I,  an  old  turtle. 
Will  wing  me  to  fome  withered  bough,  and  there 
My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again. 
Lament  'til!  I  am  lofl. 

Leo.  O  peace,  Paulina  : 
Thou  fliould'ft  a  hufband  take  by  my  cnnfent, 
As  I  by  thine  a  wife.    This  is  a  miuch. 
And  m.ide  between's  by  yews.    Thou  haft  found  mine, 
Vol.  IV.  1  But 
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But  how,  is  to  be  queftion'd  ;  for  I  faw  her. 

As  I  thought,  dead  j  and  have,  in  vain,  faid  many 

A  prayer  upon  her  grave.    I'll  not  feek  far  ' 

(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 

An  honourable  hufband.    Come,  Camillo, 

And  take  her  by  the  hand  5  whofe  worth  and  honefty 

Is  richly  noted  5  and  here  juftified 

By  us,  a  pair  of  Kings.    Let's  from  this  place. 

"What  ?  look  upon  my  brother  :  both  your  pardons, [To  Her. 

That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  looks 

i^y  ill  fufpicion  :  this  your  fon-in-law. 

And  fon  unto  the  King,  from  heav'n's  direftlng. 

Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter.    Good  Paulina, 

Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  leifurely 

Each  one  demand,  and  anfvver  to  his  part 

Performed  in  this  wide  gap  of  time,  fince  firft 

'We  were  difTever'd,    Haftily  kad  away.    \_Exeunt  omnes. 
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A  C  T   L     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE   A  Palace. 
Enter  Kent,  Glo*fter,  and  Edmund  the  Bajiard, 
Kent.  T  Thought  the  King  had  more  affcded  the  Duke 
I        Albany  than  Cor  nzua II. 

JL.  Glo.  It  did  always  feem  fo  to  us :  but  now 
in  the  divlfion  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not  which  of  the 
Dukes  he  values  moft  5  for  qualities  are  fo  weighed,  that 
curiofity  in  neither  can  make  choice  of  cither's  moiety. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  fon,  my  Lord  ? 

Glo.  His  breeding.  Sir,  hath  been  at  my  charge.  I 
have  fo  often  blufh'd  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I  am 
brazM  to't. 

Kent,  I  cannot  conceive  you, 

Glo.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could  ;  whereupon 
fhe  grew  round -womb'd,  and  had  indeed,  Sir,  a  fon  for  her 
cradle,  ere  (he  had  a  hulband  for  her  bed.  Do  you  fmell 
a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wifli  the  fault  undone,  the  iflue  of  it 
being  fo  proper. 

Clo.  But  I  have  a  fon,  Sir,  by  order  of  law,  fome  years 
elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  Jearer  in  my  account ;  though 
this  knave  came  fomewhat  fawcily  into  the  world  before  he 
was  lent  for,  yet  was  his  mother  fair,  there  was  good  fport 
at  his  making,  and  the  whorfofi  muft  be  acknowledg'd. 
Do  you  know  this  nobleman,  Edtnund? 

Baft.  No,  my  Lord. 

I  3  Clo. 
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Glo.  My  Lord  of  Kent  ; 
Remember  him  hereafter  as  my  honourable  friend. 

Baft,  My  fervices  to  your  Lord/hip. 

Ketit,  I  muft  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  better. 

Baft.  Sir,  I  fhall  ftudy  your  deferving. 

Glof  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he  fhall  again* 
The  King  is  coming. 
SCENE  II.    To  them,  Enter  IGng  Lear,  Cornwall, 
Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan,  Cordelia,  and  Attendants^ 

Lear,  Attend  the  Lords  of  France  and  Burgundy, 

Clo,  I  lhall,  my  Liege.  [Exit, 

Lear,  Mean  time  we  fhall  exprcfs  our  darker  purpofe. 
Give  me  the  map  here.    Know,  we  have  divided 
In  three,  our  kingdom  5  and  'tis  our  intent. 
To  (hake  all  cares  and  bufmefs  from  our  age, 
Conferring  them  on  younger  ftrengths,  while  we 
Unburthen'd  crawl  tow'rd  death.    Our  fon  of  CormuaU, 
And  you,  our  no  lefs  loving  fon  of  Albany , 
We  have  this  hour  a  conftant  will  to  publifli 
Our  daughters  fev'ral  Dow'rs,  that  future  ftrife 
May  be  prevented.    The  Princes  France  and  Burgundy^ 
Great  rivals  in  our  younger  daughter's  love. 
Long  in  our  Court  have  made  their  am'rous  fojourn. 
And  here  are  to  be  anfwer'd.    Tell  me,  daughters. 
Since  now  we  will  diveft  us,  both  of  rule, 
Int'reft  of  territory,  and  cares  of  ftate  ; 
Which  of  you  /hall  we  fay  doth  love  us  moft  ? 
That  we  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.  Gonerill 
Our  eldeft  born,  fpeak  firft. 

Gon,  I  love  you.  Sir, 
Dearer  than  eye-fight,  fpace  and  liberty. 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued  rich  or  rare  5 
No  lefs  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour: 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  po  r,  and  fpeech  unable. 
Beyond  all  manner  of  fo  much  I  love  you. 

Cor,  What  fhall  Cerdelia  do  ?  love  and  be  filent.  [Aftde, 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  ev'n  from  th?s  line  to  this. 
With  fhadowy  forefts  and  with  champions  rich'd, 

With 
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"With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-fkirted  meads, 
We  make  thee  Lady.    To  thine  and  Albany^  idue 
Be  tl)is  perpetual — What  fays  our  fecond  daughter. 
Our  deareft  Regan,  wife  of  Cornivall  ?  fpeak. 

Reg.  Tm  made  of  that  felf-metal  as  my  fifter. 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.    In  my  true  Heart 
I  find  fhe  names  my  very  deed  of  love  ; 
Only  (he  comes  too  fhort,  that  I  profefs 
My  felf  an  enemy  to  all  ether  joys, 
Which  the  moft  precious  fpirit  of  fenfe  polTeflcs. 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  Highnefs'  love. 

Cor,  Then  poor  Cordelia  !  [Afide, 
And  yet  not  fo,  fince  I  am  fure  my  love's 
More  pbnd'rous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear,  To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ever, 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom. 
No  lefs  in  fpacc,  validity,  and  plcafure. 
Than  that  conferM  on  G'(j«m7/.-— Now  our  joy. 
Although  our  laft,  not  leafi:  5  in  whofe  young  love_, 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy, 
Strive  to  be  int'refs'd  :  what  f^^y  you  to  draw 
A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  fifters  ?  fpeak. 

Cor,  Nvithing,  my  Lord. 

J^ci^r.  Nc thing  ? 

C  r.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing,  fpeak  agai». 

Cor,  U.rjh3ppy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth :  I  love  your  Majefty 
According  to  my  bond,  no  more  nor  lefs, 

Lear,  How,  how,  Ccrdelia  ^  mend  your  fpeech  a  little, 
Left-  you  m;\y  mir  your  fortunes. 

Cv/'.  Good  my  Lord, 
You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lovM  me.  I 
Return  thufe  duties  back  as  are  rivht  fit, 
Obey  you,  Jove  you,  and  moft  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  fille  r?  hufbands,  if  they  {\y 
ThL-y  love  you  all  ?  hap'Jy  when  I  finll  wed, 
Thar  L  ird  whofr  hand  mnft  take  my  plight,  /hall  cany 
Haii^'  jny  love  with  him,  half  my  tare  and  duty. 

Sure 
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Sure  I  fhall  never  marry  like  my  fifters. 
To  love  my  father  all  — ' — 

Lear,  But  goes  thy  heart  v^^Ith  this-? 

Ccr,  Ay,  my  gcod  Lord. 

Lear.  So  young,  and  fo  untender  ? 

Cor,  So  young,  my  Lord,  and  true. 

Lear,  Let  it  be  fo,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dowrc; 
For  by  the  facred  radiance  of  the  fun. 
The  myfteries  of  HecatCy  and  the  night. 
By  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs 
From  whom  we  do  exift,  and  ceafe  to  bej 
Htre  I  difclaim  all  my  paternal  care. 
Propinquity,  and  property  of  blood. 
And  as  a  ftranger  to  my  heart  and  me 
^  Hold  thee  from  this  for  ever.    The  barbarous 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generation  meffes 
To  gorge  his  appetite,  fhall  to  my  bofom 
Be  as  well  neighboured,  pitied,  and  reliev'd. 
As  thou  my  fometime  daughter. 

Kent,  Good  my  Liege         •  • 

Lear,  Peace,  Kent ! 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. 
I  lov'd  hermoft,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft 
On  her  kind  nurs'ry.  Hence,  avoid  my  light  L—  [To  Cor. 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  from  her  ;  Call  France  ^  who  ftirs  ? 

Call  Burgundy  Cornival/  and  Albany ^ 

With  my  two  daughters  dowres,  digeft  the  third. 

Let  pride,  which  fhe  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her, 

I  do  inveii  ycu  jointly  with  my  power, 

Preheminence,  and  all  the  large  tffedts 

That  troop  with  Majefiy.    Our  fslf  by  monthly  courfe, 

With  refcrvation  of  an  hundred  Knights, 

By  you  to  be  fuftain'd,  fhall  our  abode 

Make  with  y-ou  by  due  turns  :  only  retain 

The  name  and  all  th'  addition  to  a  King  j 

The  Ivvay,  revenue,  execution. 

Beloved  fons,  be  yours  j  which  to  confirm 

Th's  Coronet  part  between  you.         [Giving  the  Croivn, 

Kent.  Royal  Lear^ 

Whrm 
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Whom  I  have  ever  honour M  as  my  Kinp;, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  mafter  followed, 
And  as  my  patron  thouglit  on  in  my  prayers— 

Lear,  The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,  make  from  the  fliaft, 

Kent,  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart  j  be  Kent  unmannerly. 
When  Lear  is  mad  :  what  would' ft  thou  do,  old  man  ? 
Think' ft  thou  that  duty  fhall  have  dread  to  fpeak 
When  pow'r  to  flatt*ry  bows  ?  to  plainnefs  Honour 
Is  bound,  when  Majefty  to  folly  falls. 
Rcferve  thy  State ;  with  better  judgment  check 
This  hideous  raflinefs  ;  with  my  life  I  anfwer. 
Thy  youngeft  daughter  does  not  love  thee  Icaft^ 
Nor  are  thofe  empty-hearted,  whofe  low  found 
Rcverbs  no  hollo wnefs. 

Lear,  Kent,  on  thy  life  no  more. 

Kenr,  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  againft  thy  foes  j  nor  fear  to  lofe  it. 
Thy  fafety  being  the  motive, 

Lear,  Out  of  my  fight! 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear,  and  let  me  ftill  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear,  Now  by  Apollo  — 

Kent.  Now  by  Apollo ,  King, 
Thou  fwcar^ft  thy  Gods  in  vain, 

Lear,  O  valTal !  mifcreant ! 

[Laying  his  bafid  on  his  ftvord. 

Alb.  Corn.  Dear  Sir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Kill  thy  phyfician,  and  thy  fee  beftow 
Upon  the  foul  dlkafe  5  revoke  thy  doom. 
Or  whilft  I  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat, 
IMI  tell  thee  thou  doft  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant ! 
Since  thou  haft  fought  to  make  us  b»\  ik  our  vow. 
Which  we  durft  never  yet  j  and  with  nraln'd  pride. 
To  come  betwixt  our  fcntence  and  cur  power. 
Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  bear  j 
Owr  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee  for  provifion. 
To  ftield  thee  from  difafters  of  the  world. 

And 
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And  on  the  fixth  to  t'urn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom  ;  if  the  tenth  day  following 
Thy  banifnM  trurik  be  found  in  our  c'ominions. 
The  moment  is  thy  death :  away  !  By  -Jupiter, 
This  {hall  not  be  revok'd. 

Kent,  Fare  thee  well,  King  $  fith  thus  thou  wilt  appear: 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  bani/hment  is  here  ; 
The  Gods  to  their  dear  fhelter  take  thee,  maid,    \jTo  Cor. 
That  juftly  think' ft,  and  haft  moft  rightly  faid  1 
And  your  large  fpeechcs  m^y  your  deeds  approve  ! 

[To  Gon.  and  Regan- 
That  good  effefls  may  fpring  from  words  of  love  : 
Thus  Kent,  O  Princes,  bids  you  all  adieu. 
He'll  fhape  his  old  courfe  in  a  country  new.  [Exit. 

SCENE    in.    Enter  Glo'fler,  iv'tth  France 
Burgundy,  and  Attendants. 

do.  Here's  iFrance  and  Burgmdj,  my  noble  Lord. 

Lear.  My  Lord  of  Burgundy, 
We  firft  addrefs  toward  you,  who  with  this  King 
Have  rivaU'd  for  our  daughter  ;  what  at  leall 
Will  you  require  in  prefent  dowre  with  her. 
Or  ceafe  your  queft  of  love  ? 

Bur.  Moft  royal  Majefty, 
I  crave  no  more  than  what  your  Highnefs  offei'd. 
Nor  will  you  tender  lefs. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy y- 
When  fhe  was  dear  to  us  we  held  her  fo. 
But  now  her  price  is  fall'n  :  Sir,'  there  fhe  ftands. 
If  onght  within  that  little  feeraing  fubftance. 
Or  all  of  it  with  our  difpleafure  piec'd. 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  Grace, 
She*s  there,  and  fhe  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  anfwer. 

Lear.  Will  you  with  thofe  infirmities  fhe  owes. 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dowr'd  with  our  curfe,  and  ftranger'd  with  our  oath. 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  ? 

Bur.  Pardon,  royal  Sir, 
Election  makes  not  up  on  fuch  conditions. 

LearJYYizxi  leave  her.  Sir  5  for  by  the  pow'r  that  made  me. 


King  Lear. 

I  tell  you  all  her  wealth. — For  you^  gi'eatKing,[To France. 
I  would  not  from  your  love  make  futh  a  ftray. 
To  match  you  where  I  hate  j  therefore  befeech  you 
T'  avert  your  liking  a  mqre  worthy  way 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  afliam'd 
Almoft  t'  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  moft  ftrange  ! 
That  fhe,  who  ev'n  but  now  was  your  heft  objedl:. 
Your  praife's  argument,  balm  of  your  age, 
Deareft  and  beft,  fhould  in  this  trice  of  time 
Corrin^.it  a  thing  fo  monftrous,  to  difmantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour  !  fure  th'  oll'ence 
Mull  be  of  fuch  unnatural  degree. 
As  raonflers  it  5  or  your  fore-voucht  affe<5lioa 
Could  not  fall  into  taint ;  which  to  believe 
Of  her  muft  be  a  faith  reafcn  without 
A  miracle  Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  befeech  your  Mjjefty,  (if  fo 
I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art,  to  fpeak 
And  purpofe  not,  iince  what  I  well  intend, 
I'll  do't  before  I  fpeak)  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murther,  or  fouhiefs. 
No  unchafte  adtion,  or  diihonourM  ftep. 
That  hath  deprivM  me  of  your  grace  and  favour  ^ 
But  ev'n  the  want  of  that,  for  which  Vm  richer^ 
A  ftill  folliciting  eye,  and  fuch  a  tongue, 
That  I  am  glad  I've  not,  though  not  ta  have  it 
Hath  loft  me  in  your  .liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 
Hadfl:  not  been  born,  than  not  have  plcas'd  me  better, 

France.  Is  it  but  this  ?  a  tardinefs  in  nature, 
Which  often  Icavts  the  hiftory  unfpoke 
That  it  intends  to  do  ?  my  Lord  of  Burgundy, 
"What  fay  you  to  the  Lady  ?  love's  not  love 
When  it  is  mn:iglcd  with  regards,  that  ftand 
Aloof  frcm  tk'  intire  point.    Say  .will  you  have  her  ? 
She  is  her  felf  a  dowry. 

Bur.  Royal  King, 
Give  but  that  portion  which  your  felf  propos'd. 

And 
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And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 
Dutchefs  of  Burgundy, 

Lear,  Nothing — I've  fworn. 

Bur,  Vtc\  forry  then  you  have  fo  loft  a  father. 
That  you  muft  lofe  n  hufljand,  • 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy ^ 
Since  that  refpeds  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
I  fhall  not  be  his  wife. 

France.  Faireft  Cordelia^  that  art  moll  rich,  being  poor, 
Moft  choice,  forfaken  ;  and  moft  lov'd,  defpisM  ! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  feize  upon, 
Be*t  lawful  I  take  up  what's  call  away, 
Gods,  Gods  !  'tis  ftrange,  that  from  their  cold' ft  negle£k 
My  love  fhould  kindle  to  enflam'd  rcl'pedt* 
Thy  dowrelefs  daughter.  King,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  (^een  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France  : 
Not  all  the  Dukes  of  wat'rifii  Burgundy, 
Can  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me. 
Bid  them  farewel,  Cordelia,  though  unkind  ; 
Thou  lofeft  here,  a  better  where  to  fhid. 

Lear,  Thou  haft  her,  France^  let  her  be  thine,  for  we 
Have  no  fuch  daughter,  nor  fliall  ever  fee 
That  face  of  hers  again  5  therefore  be  gone 
Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon  : 
Come,  noble  Burgundy, 

[F/ouriJh,  Exeunt  he&r  and  Bm^MnAf, 
SCENE  IV. 

France,  Bid  farewel  to  your  fifters. 

Cor.  Ye  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wafK*d  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you  :  I  know  what  you  are. 
And  like  a  lifter  am  moft  loth  to  call 
Your  faults  as  they  are  nam*d.    Love  well  our  father 
To  your  profeffing  bofoms  I  commit  him  5 
But  yet,  alas,  ftood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  farewel  to  you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcribe  not  u&  our  duty. 

Gon.  Let  your  ftudy 

B«  to  cont?ijt  your^Lprd^  whQ  hath  rccelv'd  yow 

At 
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At  fortune's  alms ;  you  have  obedience  fcanted, 
And  well  are  worthy  to  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor,  Time  fhall  unfold  what  plaited  cunning  hides. 
Who  cover'd  faults  at  la  ft  with  ihame  derides. 
Well  may  you  profper ! 

France,  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

[Exeunt  France  and  Cor» 
SCENE  V. 

Gon.  Sifter,  it  is  not  little  Tve  to  fay. 
Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both  ; 
I  think  our  father  will  go  hence  to-night. 

Reg,  That's  certain,  and  with  you  ;  next  month  with 
us* 

Gon.  You  lee  how  full  of  changes  his  age  is,  the  obfer- 
vation  we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little  ;  he  always 
lov'd  our  fiftcr  moft,  and  with  what  poor  judgment  he  hath 
now  caft  her  off,  appears  too  grofly. 

jRe^^,  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age  j  yet  he  hath  ever 
but  llenderly  known  himfelf. 

Gon,  The  beft  and  foundeft  of  his  time  hath  been  but 
ra/h  ;  then  muft  we  loqk  frcna  his  age  to  receive  not  alone 
the  imperfeflions  of  long-engrafted  condition,  but  there- 
withal the  unruly  way  wardnefs,  that  infirm  and  cholerick 
years  bring  with  them. 

Reg,  Such  unconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  from 
him,  as  this  of  Kent^  bani/hment. 

Gon,  There  is  further  complement  of  leave-taking  be- 
tween Burgundy  and  him  ;  pray  you,  let  us  fit  together: 
if  our  father  carry  authority,  with  fuch  difpofition  as  he 
bears,  this  laft  furrender  of  his  will  but  offend  us. 
Reg,  We  fhall  further  think  of  it. 
Con,  We  muft  dofomething,  and  i'th*  heat.  [Exeunt^ 
S  C  E  N  E  VI. 
A  Caftle  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  G!o*fter. 
Enter  Baftard  ivith  a  letter, 
Bafl.  Thou,  Nature,  art  my  GodJefs,  to  tby  law 
My  fervtces  are  bound  ;  wherefore  fliould  I 
Stand  to  the  plague  of  cuftom,  and  permit 
The  courtefy  of  nations  to  deprive  me. 
For  that  I  am  fome  twelve  or  fourteen  tnoonftilnes 
Vol.  IV.  K  Lag 
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Lag  of  a  brother  ?  *  and  why  haftard  f  Baje  P 

When  my  dimenfions  are  as  well  compadl:. 

My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  fiiape  as  true. 

As  honeft  Madam's  iffue  ?  why  brand  they  us 

tViih  bafe  ?  with  bafenefs  ?  baftardy  ?  bafe,  bafe  ? 

Who  in  the  lufty  fteakh  of  nature,  take 

More  compofition  and  fierce  quality. 

Than  doth  within  a  dull,  ft  ale,  tired  bed, 

Go  to  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops. 

Got  'tween  a-fleep  and  wake  ?  Well  then,  good  brother. 

Legitimate  Edgar,  I  muft  have  your  land. 

Our  father's  love  is  to  the  baftard  Edmund, 

As  to  th*  legitimate  J  fine  "wor^ '—■legitimate 

Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  fpeed 

And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 

Shall  toe  \  th*  legitimate  :  I  grow,  I  profper  j 

Now,  God,  ftand  up  for  baftards  ! 

SCENE    VII.      To  him.  Enter  Glo'fier. 

Glo.         banifh'd  thus!  and  Frjwcf  in  c  holer  parted! 
And  the  King  gone'to-night !  fubfcrib'd  his  pow'r, 
Confin'd  to  exhibition  !  all  is  gone 
Upon  the  gad  !  Edmund ^  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Baft.  So  pleafe  your  Lord/hip,  none.  [Putting  up  the  letter, 

do.  Why  fo  earneftly  feek  you  to  put  up  that  letter  ? 

Baft.  I  know  no  news,  my  Lord. 

Glo.  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Baft.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

G'o,  No !  what  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch  of  it 
into  your  pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing  hath  not  fuch 

♦  Edmund  is  here  inveighing  againft  the  tyranny  of  cuftom,  of 

which  he  produces  two  diftiuft  inilanccs,  one  with  refpeft  to  younger 
brothers,  the  other  with  refpeft  to  baftards,  In  the  former  ne  muft 
r.ot  be  underttood  to  mean  himfelf,  though  he  fpeaks  in  the  firft  per- 
fen,  but  according  to  a  common  mode  of  fpecch  to  fuppofe  the  cafe 
his  own,  and  as  in  his  J3wn  perfon  to  exclaim  againll  the  unrcalbn- 
ablenefs  and  injuftice  ol  the  thing  :  the  argument  thus  becomes  gene- 
ral, implying  more  than  is  laid,  namely,  nherefere  Jhould  I  or  any 
man,  &c. 

f  As  the  treading  upon  another'^s  heels  is  an  expreflion  ufed  to  fig- 
riify  the  being  not  far  behind  him  ;  fo  to  toe  aHOlhsr  flicans  to  come 
wp  to  and  be  ufon  even  ground  With  him, 

need 
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ttced  to  hide  it  felf.  Let's  fee ;  come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I 
fhall  not  need  fpeftacles. 

Baft.  I  befeech  you.  Sir,  pardon  me  ;  it  is  a  letter  from 
my  brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read  ;  and  for  fo  much 
sts  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o'er-looking. 

Glo,  Give  me  the  letter,  Sir. 

Baft.  I  ihall  offend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it ;  the 
contents,  as  in  part  I  underftand  them,  are  to  blame. 
Glo.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Baft,  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  juftification,  he  wrote 
this  but  as  an  effay,  or  tafte  of  my  virtue. 

Olo.  reads.'^  This  policy  in  re'vererce  of  age  makes  the 
ivorld  bitter  to  the  left  of  cur  times  ;  keeps  our  fortunes  from 
us,  ''till  our  oldnefs  cannot  relijh  them.  I  begin  to  find  an 
idle  and  fond  bondage  in  the  opprejjion  of  aged  tyranny  ; 
nvhich  fzvays,  not  as  it  hath  poiver,  but  as  it  is  fuffered. 
Come  to  me,  that  of  this  I  may  fpeak  more.  If  our  father 
iVQidd  fleep  Uill  I  ivak'd  him,  you  Jkould  enjoy  half  his  renjc-^ 
nue  for  e'ver,  and  li've  the  beloved  of  your  brother,  Edgar. 

«— -Hum  Confpiracy-!  fleep  'till  I  wake  him  

you  fhould  enjoy  half  his  revenue  My  fon  Edgar  !  had 

he  a  hand  to  write  this  !  a  heart  and  a  brain  to  breed  it  in  I 
When  came  this  to  you  ?  who  brought  it  ? 

Baft.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  Lord  ;  there's  the 
cunning  of  it.  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  cafem^nt  of 
my  clofet. 

-  Glo.  You  know  the  charadlcr  to  be  your  brother's  ? 

Baft.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  Lord,  I  durft  fwear 
it  were  his  j  but  in  refped  of  that,  I  would  fain  think  iX 
were  not. 

Glo.  It  is  his. 

Baft.  It  is  his  hand,  my  Lord  j  I  hope  his  heart  is  not 
in  the  contents. 

Glo.  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this  bufinefs  ? 

Baft.  Never,  my  Lord.  But  I  have  heard  him  oft  main- 
tain it  to  be  fit,  that  fons  being  at  perfeft  age,  and  fathers 
declining,  the  father  /h«-)uld  be  as  a  ward  to  the  fon,  and 
the  fon  manage  his  revenue. 

Glo.  O  villain,  villain  !  his  very  opinion  in  the  letter. 
Abhorred  villain!   unnatural,  detefted,   bruti/h  villain! 

K  2  worfe 
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worfe  than  brutifli !  Go,  Sirrah,  feek  him ;  1*11  apprehend 
him.    Abominable  villain  !  where  is  he  ? 

Baji,  I  do  not  well  know,  my  Lord ;  if  it  fhall  pleafe 
you  to  fufpend  your  indignation  againft  my  brother,  'till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  teftimony  of  his  intent,  you 
fhould  run  a  certain  courfe  ;  where,  if  you  violently  pro- 
ceed againft  him,  miftaking  his  purpofe,  it  would  make  a 
great  gap  in  your  honour,  and  /hake  in  pieces  the  heart  of 
Jhis  ob  diefjce.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him,  that  he 
hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  affedlion  to  your  honour,  and  to 
no  other  pretence  of  danger. 

Glo,  Think  you  fo  > 

Baft.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
where  you  fhaii  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  auricular 
afTurance  have  your  fatisfadion,  and  that  without  any  fur- 
ther delay  than  this  very  evening. 

Gh.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  monfter.  Edmund^  feek  him 
put ;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you  ;  frame  the  bufinefs 
after  your  own  wifdom.  I  would  unftate  my  felf,  to  be  in 
a  due  refolution. 

Baji.  I  will  feek  him.  Sir,  prefently,  convey  the  bufi- 
nefs as  I  fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withah 

Glo,  Thefe  late  eclipfes  in  the  fun  and  moon  portend  no 
good  to  us  ;  though  the  wifdom  of  mankind  can  reafon  it 
thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  it  felf  fcourgM  by  the  fe- 
quent  effe£ls.  Love  coolc,  friendihip  falls  off,  brothers  di- 
vide. In  cities,  mutinies}  in  countries,  difcord  j  in  pala- 
ces, treafon  ;  and  the  bond  crark'd  *twixt  fon  and  father. 
This  villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  predi£lion,  there's 
fon  againft  father  j  the  King  falls  from  byafs  of  nature, 
there's  father  againft  child.  We  have  feen  the  beft  of  our 
time.  Machinations,  hcllownefs,  treachery,  and  all  rui- 
nous diforders,  follow  us  difquietly  to  our  graves.  Find  out 
this  villain,  Edmund ;  it  fhali  lofe  thee  nothing,  do  it  care- 
fully  and  the  noble  and  true-hearted  Kent  baniih'd  ! 

his  offence,  Honefty.  '  T.s  ftrange.  [Exit* 
SCENE  VIIL 

BaJi.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world  ;  that 
*  when  we  are  iick  in  fortune,  (often  the  furfcits  of  our  own 
behaviour;  we  make  guilty  of  our  difafters,  the  fun,  the 
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moon  and  ftars  ;  as  if  we  were  villains  on  nec^fTity,  fools 
by  heavenly  compulfion,  knaves,  thieves,  and  treacherous 
by  fpherical  predominance,  drunkards,  liars,  and  adulterers 
by  an  inforcM  obedience  of  planetary  influence  5  and  all 
that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrufting  on.  An  admi- 
rable evafion  of  whore-mafter  Man,  to  lay  his  goatifh  dif- 
poiition  on  the  charge  of  a  ftar !  my  father  compounded 
with  my  mother  under  the  Dragon's  tail,  and  my  nativity 
was  under  Urfa  major y  fo  that  it  follows  I  am  rough  and 
lecherous.  I  fhould  have  been  what  I  am,  had  the 
inaidenlieft  flar  in  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my  baftar- 
"flizing. 

SCENE    IX.      ro  him,  Enter  Edgar. 

Baft.  Pat!  —  becomes  like  the  cataftrophe  of  the  old 
comedy  5  my  cue  is  villainous  Melancholy,  with  a  figh  like 

Tom  o'  Bedlam  O,  thefe  eclipfes  portend  thefe  divifions  \ 

fa,  fol,  la,  me—  •  [Humming, 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  ^'i/w/;^/?^/,  what  ferious  contem- 
plation are  you  in  ? 

Baft.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  aprediflion  I  read  this 
other  day,  what  fhould  follow  thefe  eclipfes. 
'  Edg,  Do  you  bufie  your  felt  with  that  ? 

Baft,  I  promife  you,  the  ciTefls  he  writes  of  fucceed 
unhappily.    When  faw  you  my  father  laft  ? 

Edg.  The  night  gone  by. 

Baft.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Baft.  Parted  you  in  good  terms,  found  you  no  difplcafure 
in  him,  by  word  or  countenance  ? 
Edg,  None  at  all. 

Baft.  Bethink  your  fl-lf  wherein  you  have  ofFende«l  him : 
and  at  my  intreaty  forbear  his  prefence,  until  fome  little 
timtj  hath  quaUfied  the  heat  of  his  difpleaUire  ;  which  at 
this  inftant  fo  rageth  in  him,  that  without  the  ir-ifchicf  of 
your  perfon  it  would  fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Baft.  That's  my  feur  j  I  pray  you,  have  a  continent 
forbearance  'till  the  fpeed  of  his  rage  goes  flower  :  and,  as 
1  fay,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodgmg,  from  whence  I  will 
K  3  fitly 
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fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  Lord  fpeak :  pray  you  go,  thcre't 

my  key  1  if  you  do  ftir  abroad,  go  armM. 
Edg.  ArmM,  brother! 

Bafl.  t^rother,  I  adyife  you  to  the  beft  ;  I  am  no  honeft 
man  if  ti  ere  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you :  I  have  told 
you  what  1  have  feen  and  heard,  but  faintly  ;  nothing  like 
the  image  and  horror  of  it;  pray  you,  away. 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ?  \Exks 
SCENE  X. 

Baji,  I  ferve  you  in  this  bufinefs ; 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble, 
Whofe  nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  fufpeds  none  ;  on  whofe  foolifh  honefty 
My  pra(?  c?s  ride  eafie :  I  fee  the  bufinefs. 
Let  me,  ■  T  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit  j 
All  with  trie's  meet,  that  I  can  fjfhion  fit,  [^Exitc 

S  C  E  V  E    XI.      rhe  Duke  of  Alhiinfs  Palace. 
Enter  Gonerill,  and  Stezvard, 

Gon,  Die  .ny  father  ftrike  my  gentleman  for  chiding  of 
his  foo!  ? 

Steiv.  Ay,  Madam. 

Gon,  By  da  and  night  he  wrongs  me  ;  every  hour 
He  flafhes  into  c\ie  grofs  crime  or  other. 
That  fets  us  all  '    odds  5  Til  not  endure  it  5 
His  Knights  grov/  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 
On  ev'ry  trifle,    "  "hen  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  fpeak  wi?:.  him,  fay  I  am  lick. 
If  you  come  na.:k  of  former  fervices. 
You  fhall  do  well,  th^.  fault  of  it  Til  anfwer. 

Stew.  He's  coming.  Madam,  I  hear  him. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  pleafe. 
You  and  your  fellows :  I'd  have  it  come  to  queftion  : 
If  he  diftafte  it,  let  him  to  my  filler, 
Whofs  mind  and  mine  I  know  in  that  are  one. 
Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Stciv.  Very  well.  Madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  Knights  have  colder  looks  among  you  : 
What  grows  of  it  no  matter,  and  advife 
Your  fellows  fo:  I'll  write  ftrait  to  my  fifter 
To  hold  my  courfc.    Go  and  prepare  for  dinner.  Exeunt, 

S  C  £  N  >; 
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SCENE   XII.     An  open  place  near  the  Palace, 

Enter  Kent  dijguifed. 

Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow 
And  can  my  fpecch  diffufe,  *  my  good  intent 
May  carry  thi:o'  it  felf  to  that  full  iflue 
For  which  I  raz'd  my  likenefs.    BanifliM  Kent, 
If  thou  canfl:  ferve  where  thou  doft  ftand  condemned. 
So  may  it  come,  thy  mafter  whom  thou  lov'fl 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  within.    Enter  Lear,  Knights  and  Attendants, 

Lear,  Let  me  not  ftay  a  jot  for  dinner^  go  get  it  ready : 
how  now,  what  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  man.  Sir. 

Lear.  What  doft  thou  profefe  ?  what  would' ft  thou 
with  us  ? 

Kent.  I  do  profefs  to  be  no  lefs  than  I  feem  ;  to  ferve 
him  truly  that  will  put  me  in  truft,  to  love  him  that  is 
honcft,  to  converfe  with  him  that  is  wife,  to  fay  little, 
to  fear  judgment^  to  fight  when  I  cannot' chufe,  and  to  eat 
no  fifh. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  very  honeft-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the 
King. 

Lear.  If  thou  beeft  as  poor  for  a  fubje£l,  as  he's  for  a 
King,  thou  art  poor  enough.    What  would'ft  thou  ? 
Kent.  Service. 

Lear.  Whom  would' ft  thou  ferve  ? 
Kent.  You. 

Lear,  Doft  thou  know  me  fellow  ? 
Kent,  No,  Sir,  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance, 
which  I  would  fain  call  mafter. 
Lear.  What's  that  ? 
Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  fervices  canft  thou  do  ? 
Kent.  I  can  keep  honeft  counfels,  ride,  run,  marr  a  cu- 
rious tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  meflage  bluntly  : 

•  To  rfyfii/Jr  here  fignifics  to  diferJery  to  put  out  of  a  regular  emrfe. 
It  is  ufcd  in  the  fame  fenfe  in  other  places  in  this  Author  ;  diffuftd 
uttit  fj  difufed  hunds, 

that 
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that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualifyM  in,  and 
the  beft  of  me  is  diligence. 
Lear,  How  old  arc  thou  ? 

Kent,  Not  fo  young.  Sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  finging, 
nor  fo  old  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.  I  have  years  on 
my  back  forty  eight. 

L^ar,  Follow  me,  thou  lhalt  ferve  me  ;  if  I  like  thee 
no  worfe  after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee.  Yet  no 
dinner  ho  ?  dinner —  where' s  my  knave  ?  my  fool  ?  go 
you  and  call  my  fool  hither.  You,  you.  Sirrah,  v^here's 
my  daughter  ? 

Enter  Steward, 

Stew,  So  pleafe  you  .  ■ — ■  [Exit, 

Lear.  What  fays  the  fellow  there  ?  call  the  clotpole 

back  :  where's  my  fool  ?  ho  ?  I  think  the  world's 

a/leep  5  how  now  ?  where's  that  mungrel  ? 

Knight,  He  fays,  my  Lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear,  Why  came  not  the  Have  back  to  me  when  Icall'd 
him  ? 

Knight,  Sir,  he  anfwer'd  in  the  roundeft  m.anner,  he 
would  not. 

Lear,  He  would  not  ? 

Knight,  My  Lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is  ;  but 
to  my  judgment,  your  Highnefs  is  not  entertain'd  with 
that  ceremonious  affeftion  as  you  were  wont  ;  there's  a 
great  abatement  of  kindnefs  appears  as  well  in  the  ge« 
iieral  dependants,  as  in  the  Duke  himfelf  alfo,  and  your 
flanghter. 

Lear.  Ha  !  fay' ft  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  I  befeech  you,  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  if  I  be 
*»?i-'ftaken  ;  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when  I  think  your 
Highnefs  is  wrorig'd. 

Lear.  Thou  but  remember'ft  me  of  my  own  conception, 
I  have  perceiv'd  a  moft  faint  negle£t  of  late,  which  I  have 
rather  blafned  as  my  own  jealous  curiofity,  than  as  a  very 
pretence  and  purpofe  of  unkindnefs  ^  C  will  look  further 
into't  ;  but  where's  my  fool  ?  I  have  not  feen  him  thefe 
two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  Lady's  going  intQ  France,  Sir, 
the  fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear, 
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Lear.  No  more  of  that,  I  have  noted  it  well  i  go  you 
and  tell  my  daughter,  I  would  fpeak  with  her.  Go  you, 
call  hither  my  fool.  O  you.  Sir,  come  you  hither.  Sir, 
who  am  I,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Steward, 
Stew.  My  Lady's  father. 

Lear,  My  Lady's  father  ?  my  Lord's  knave,  ycu  whor- 
fon  dog,  you  flave,  you  cur  ! 

Stew,  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  Lord  5  I  befeech  your 
pardon. 

Lear,  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  rafcal  ? 

[^Striking  blmm  « 

Stew,  rll  not  be  ftruck,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tript  neither,  you  bafe  foot-ball  player  ? 

[^Tripping  up  his  heels, 
Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow.    Thou  ferv'ft  me,  and  I'll 
love  thee. 

Kent,  Come,  Sir,  arife,  away,  I'll  teach  ytiu  differences : 
away,  away  ;  if  you  will  meafure  your  lubber's  length 
again,  tarry  j  but  away,  go  to  j  have  you  wifdom  ?  fo. 

\^PuJbe5  out  the  Steward. 
Lear,  Now,  my  friendly  knave,  I  thank  thee  ;  there's 
earnefl:  of  thy  fervice. 

SCENE    XIII.    To  them,  Enter  Fool. 
Fool.  Let  me  hire  him  too,  here's  my  coxcomb. 

[Giving  bis  cap. 
Lear,  How  now,  my  pretty  knave  ?  how  do' ft  thou  ? 
Fool,  Sirrah,  you  were  beft  take  my  coxcomb. 
Kent.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Fool,  Why  ?  for  taking  one's  part  that  is  cut  of  favour  5 
nay,  an  thou  canft  not  fmile  as  the  wind  fits,  thou'lt  catch 
cold  fliortly.  There,  take  my  coxcomb  ;  why,  this  fellow 
has  bani/h'd  two  of  his  daughters,  and  did  the  third  a  blefT- 
ing  againft  his  will ;  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  muft  needs 
wear  my  coxcomb.  How  now,  nuncle  ?  would  I  had  two 
coxcombs,  and  two  daughters. 

Lear.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Fool,  If  I  give  them  all  my  living,  I'll  keep  my  cox- 
comb my  felf  5  there's  mine,  beg  another  of  thy  daugh- 
ters. 

Lear, 
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Lear.  Take  heed.  Sirrah,  the  whip. 
FooL  Truth's  a  dog  muft  to  kennel,  he  mufl  be  whippM 
•out,  when  the  lady  brach  may  ftand  by  th'  fire  and  ftink. 
Lear.  A  peftilent  gali  to  me. 

Fool.  Sirrah,  I'll  teach  thee  a  Tpeech.  [To  Kent. 

Lear.  Do. 

FooL  Mark  it,  nimcle  ; 
Have  more  than  thou  fhowefl. 
Speak  lefs  than  thou  knoweft. 
Lend  lefs  than  thou  oweft. 
Ride  more  than  thou  goeft. 
Learn  more  than  thou  troweft. 
Set  lefs  than  thou  throweft  : 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore. 
And  keep  within  door. 
And  thou  /halt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  fcore, 

Kent.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 

Fool.  Then  it  is  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  lawyer,  you 
gave  me  nothing  for't  j  can  you  make  no  ufe  of  nothing, 
nuncle  ? 

Lear,  Why,  no,  boy  ;  nothing  can  be  made  out  of  no- 
thing. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  tell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his  land 
comes  to:  he  will  not  believe  a  fool,  *  [To  Kent, 

Lear.  Doft  thou  call  me  fool  ? 

Fo&I.  All  thy  other  titles  thou  haft  given  away ;  that 
thou  waft  born  with. 

Kent.  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  Lord. 

Fool,  No,  'faith  ;  Lords  and  great  men  will  not  let  me  ; 
if  I  had  a  monopoly  on't,  they  would  have  part  on't :  nay, 
the  Ladies  too,  they'll  not  let  me  have  all  fool  my  felf, 

*  believe  a  fool, 
Lear.  A  bitter  fool  ! 

Fool.  Doft  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy,  between  a  bitt«r 
Too!  and  a  fweet  one  ? 
Zear.  No,  lad  ;  teach  me. 

Foot.  That  Lord  that  counfei'd  thee  to  give  away  thy  Land, 
Come  place  him  here  by  me,  or  do  thou  for  him  ftand. 
The  fwect  and  bitter  fool  will  prelendy  appear. 
The  one  in  motley  here,  the  Other  found  out  there. 

Leaf.  Doft  thou  call, 

.  they^U 
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they'll  be  fnatching.  Give  me  an  egg,  nuncle,  and  IMl 
give  thee  two  crowns, 

Lear,  What  two  crowns  fhall  they  be  ? 
Fool.  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'th'  middle  and 
cat  up  the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg  :  when  thou 
clovcft  thy  crown  i'th*  middle  and  gav'ft  away  both  parts, 
thou  bor'ft  thine  afs  on  thy  back  o'er  the  dirt  j  thou  had' ft 
Jittle  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when  thou  gav'ft  thy  golden 
one  away :  if  I  fpeak  like  my  felf  in  this,  let  him  be  whipp'd 
that  lirft  finds  it  fo. 

Fools  ne'er  had  lefs  grace  in  a  year,  [Singing, 

For  wife  men  are  grcivn  Joppijhj 
And  knew  not  hciv  their  ivits  to  ivear. 
Their  manners  are  jo  aprjh, 
X^^r.Since  when  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  full  of  fongs,Sirrah  ? 
Fool.  I  have  ufed  it,  nuncle,  e'er  fince  thou  mad'ft  thy 
daughters  thy  mothers  5  for  when  thou  gav'ft  them  the  rod, 
and  put' ft  down  thine  own  breeches. 

Then  they  fir  fuch  fudden  jcy  did  iveep,  [Singing, 

And  I  for  forrcio  Jung, 
That  fuch  a  Kingjhould  play  bo-peep. 
And  go  the  fools  among, 
Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  keep  a  fchool-mafter  that  can  teach  thy 
fool  to  lie  ;  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Lear,  If  you  lie.  Sirrah,  we'll  have  you  whipt. 
Fool.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are: 
they'll  have  me  whipt  for  fpeaking  true,  thou'lt  have  me 
whipt  for  lying,  and  fometimes  I  am  whipt  for  holding  my 
peace.  I  had  rather  be  any  kind  o'  thing  than  a  fool,  and 
yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  nuncle  ;  thou  haft  pared  thy  wit 
o'^  both  fides,  and  left  nothing  i'th'  middle  3  here  comes  one 
o  th'  parings. 

SCENE    XIV.      To  them,  Enter  Gonerill. 
Lear.  How  now,  daughter  ?  what  makes  that  frontlet 
on  ?  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'th'  ficvvn. 

Fool.  r\\QM  waft  a  pretty  fellow  when  thou  hadftnoneed 
to  care  for  her  frowning  5  now  thou  art  an  O  without  a 
figure ;  I  am  better  than  thou  art  now,  I  am  a  fool,  thou  art 
nothmg— ^yes  forfooth  I  will  hold  my  tongue,  \Tq  Gonerill.] 
K)  your  face  bids  mc,  tho'  you  fay  nothing. 

Mum, 
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Mum,  mum,  he  that  keeps  nor  cruji  nor  crum,  [Singing. 

Weary  of  all,  Jhall  nvant  Jome, 
That's  a  fheal'd  peafcod. 

Gon,  Not  only.  Sir,  this  your  all-licenc'd  fool. 
But  other  of  your  infolent  retinue, 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel,  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not  to  be  endured  riots.  Sir. 
I  thought  by  making  this  v/ell  known  unto  you, 
T'  have  found  a  fafe  redrefs  5  but  now  grow  fearfal 
By  what  your  felf  too  late  have  fpoke  and  done. 
That  you  protedl  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance  5  if  you  fhould,  the  fault 
Would  not  'fcape  cenfure,  nor  the  redrefles  fleep. 
Which  in  the  tender  of  a  wholfome  weal. 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence. 
Which  eife  were  fhame,  that  then  necefiity 
Will  call  difcreet  proceeding. 

Fool.  For  you  know,  nuncle. 
The  hedge-fparroiv  fed  the  Cuckoo  fo  long^ 
That  it  bad  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young  ; 
So  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 
Lear,  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 

Gon,  I  would  you  would  make  ufe  of  your  good  wifdom^ 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught,  and  put  away 
Thefe  difpoliticns  which  of  late  tranfport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  Afs  know  when  the  cart  djaws  the 
horfe  ?  whoop,  yug,  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me  ?  this  is  not  Lear  : 
Does  Lear  walk  thus  ?  fpeak  thus?  where  are  his  eyes  ? 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  his  difcernings 
Are  lethargied  —  Ha  !  waking  —  'tis  not  fo  ; 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ?  * 
Lear'^s  fhacow  ?  I  would  learn  5  for  by  the  marks 
Of  fovereignty,  of  knowledge,  and  of  realon, 
I  ihould  be  falfe  perfuaded  I  had  daughters. 
Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman   

0  —  who  am  I  ? 

Fool.  Lear's  fhadow. 

Lear.  Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  f--  ^ 

■  Caff. 
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Gon,  This  admiration.  Sir,  is  iriuch  o'th*  favour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.    I  do  befeech  you 
To  undeiftand  iny  purpofes  aright : 
You,  as  you're  old  and  rev'rend,  fhould  be  wife. 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  Knights  and  'Squires, 
Men  fo  dilbrder'd,  fo  dehauch'd  and  bold, 
That  this  our  Court,  infe<ited  with  their  manners. 
Shews  like  a  riotous  Inn  j  Epicurifm  and  luft 
Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel, 
Than  a  grac'd  palace.    Shame  it  felf  doth  fpealc 
For  inftant  remedy.    Be  then  defir'd 
By  her,  that  elie  will  take  the  thing  flie  begs. 
Of  fifty  to  difquantity  ycur  train  j 
And  the  remainders  that  fhall  ftill  depend. 
To  be  fuch  men  .\s  may  befort  your  age. 
And  know  themfelves  and  you, 

Lear.  Darknefs  and  devils ! 
.S..ddle  my  horfes,  call  my  train  together  — — 
Degen'rate  bart-ird  !  Til  not  trouble  thee  j 
Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Gon.  You  fl-rike  my  people,  and  your  difordcr'd  rabble 
Make  fervants  of  their  betters. 

SCENE  XV.    ^0  them,  Enter  Albany. 

Lear.  V^oe  !   that  too  late  repents— -oh.  Sir,  are  you 
come  ? 

Is  it  your  will,  fpeak,  Sir  ?  prepare  my  horfes.  -  —  [To  Alh, 
Ingratitude  !  thou  marble -hcartgd  fiend. 
More  hideous  when  thou  fhcw'ilthee  in  a  ch'.ld. 
Than  the  fea  monfier. 

Alb.  Pray  you,  Sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  Detcfted  kite  !  thou  lieft.  [T<?  Gonerill. 

My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rareft  parts,  / 
That  all  particulais  of  duty  know. 
And  in  the  moft  exacft  regard  fupport 
The  worfiiips  of  their  nnmes.    O  mofl  fmall  fault. 
How  ugly  did  ft  thou  in  Cordelia  fhewl 
Which  like  an  engine  wrencht  my  frame  of /lature 
From  the  fix'd  place  j  drew  fr*.  m  my  h.  art  all  love, 
A^.nd  added  to  the  gall,    O  Lcar^  Lear  ! 
^eat  at  this  gate  that  i<ii  thv  folly  in,    [Striking  bit  bead. 

Vol.  IV.  '  I,  And 
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AM  thy  dear  Judgment  out.    Go,  go,  my  penple. 

Alh.  My  Lord,  Vm  guiltlefs,  as  J'm  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  moved  you. 

Lear,  It  may  be  fo,  my  Lord  ■ 
Hear,  Nature,  hear,  dear  Goddcfs,  hear  a  father  ) 
Sufpend  thy  purpofe,  if  thou  didft  intend 
To  make  this  creature  fruitful : 
Into  her  womb  convey  fterility. 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  inereafe. 
And  from  her  derogate  body  never  fpring 
A  babe  to  honour  her  !  If  fhe  mufl:  teem. 
Create  her  child  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  live, 
And  be  a  thwart  difnatur'd  torment  to  her  \ 
Let  it  ftamp  wrinkJes  in  her  brow  of  youth. 
With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks,  ; 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  Jaughter  and  contempt ;  that  Hie  may  feel. 
How  /harper  than  a  feipent's  tooth  it  is, 
To  have  a  thank'efs  child.  Go,  go,  my  people. 

Alb.  Now,  God??,  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this 

Con,  Never  aiRid  your  felf  to  knew  of  what. 
But  let  his  difpcfition  have  that  fcopc 
As  dotage  gives  it. 

Lear,  What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap  ? 
Within  a  fortnight  ?  

Alb.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

Lear.  Til  tell  thee  life  and  de^th  \  I  am  afliam*d 

That  thou  haft  povv'r  to  fhakc  my  manhood  thus. 
That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce. 
Should  make  thee  worth  them— blafl:s  and  fogs  upon  thee 
Th*  untented  woundings  of  a  father's  curfe 
Pierce  every  fenfe  about  thee  !  Old  fond  eyes, 
Beweep  her  once  again,  VM  pluck  ye  out. 
And  cart  you  with  the  waters  that  you  lofe 
To  temper  clay.    Ha  !  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Let  it  be  fo  :  I  have  another  daughter. 
Who  I  am  fure  is  kind  and  comfortable  5 
When  fhe  /hail  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 
Shc'Ii  fiea  thy  wolviih  vifage.  Thou  ihftJt  ^nd^ 
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That  m  refume  the  Hinpe  which  thou  doft  think 
I  have  cad  oiT  for  ever.  [^Ex,  ht2iX  and  Attendant  i, 

SCENE  XVI. 

G'^^n.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Alb.  I  cannot  be  fo  partial,  Gonerill, 
To  the  great  iovc  I  bear  you  • 

Gon.  Pray  ycu,  be  content.    What,  Ofivald^  ho! 
You,  Sir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your  mafter. 

Fool.  N uncle  Lear^  nunclc  Lear,  tarry,  take  the  fool 
with  thee  t 
A  Fox,  when  one  has  caught  herj 
And  fuch  a  daughter. 
Should  fure  to  the  (laughter, 
IF  my  cap  wi^uld  buy  a  halter  ; 

So  the  fool  follows  after.  [Exit. 
Gon,  This,  man!  hath  had  good  counfel,      a  hundred 
Knights! 

Ib*t  politick  and  fafe  to  let  him  keep 
A  hundred  Knights  ?  yes,  that  on  ev'ry  dre^m. 
Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  compl  lint,  diflike. 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  powers. 
And  hold  our  lives  at  mercy.    Ofwjld,  I  fay. 

Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far  j  

Gon.  Safer  than  tiuft  too  far. 
Let  me  Hill  take  away  the  harms  I  fear, 
Not  fear  IHU  to  be  harm'd.    I  know  his  heart  ^ 
What  he  hath  utter'd,  I. have  writ  my  fifter  ; 
If  fheMl  fuHain  him  and  his  hundred  Knights, 

When  I  have  flicwM  th*  unfitnefs  

Enter  Steward, 

How  now,  Ojivaldf 

What,  have  you  v/rit  that  le'ter  to  my  fifler  ? 
St  CIV.  Ay,  Madam. 

Gon,  Take  you  fomc  company,  away  to  horfe. 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fenrs. 
And  thereto  add  fuch  reafons  of  your  own 
As  may  compadl  it  more.    So  get:  you  gone. 
And  haften  your  return.  [Exit  Stetvard. 

-  ■      No,  no,  my  Loid, 
This  milky  gcntlencfs  and  courfe  of  ycurs, 

L  a  Though 
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Though  I  condemn  it  not,  yet  under  pardon 
You  are  much  more  at  ta/k  tor  want  of  wifdom^ 
Than  praisM  for  harmlefs  mildnefs. 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce  T  cannot  tell  ; 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  we)l. 

Gon,  Nay  then  

Jllb,  Well^  \vell,  th'  event.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE  XVII. 
Re^enfer  Lear,  Kent,  Gentleman  aid  Fool. 

Lear,  Go  you  befoie  to  Glo\jler  with  thefe  letters  ;  ac- 
quaint my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you  know, 
than  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter  }  if  your  di- 
ligence he  not  fpeedy,  I  fhall  he  there  afore  vou. 

Kent.  I  will  not  fleep,  my  Lord,  'till  I  have  delivered 
your  letter.  \Exit, 

Fool,  If  a  man's  brain  were  in  hi?  heels,  wcr't  not 
clanger  of  kibes  ?  ^ 

Lear,  Ay,  boy. 

Fool,  Then,  I  pr*ythee,  be  merry,  thy  wit  fhall  not  go 
llipfhod. 

Lear,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fool,  Shalt  fee  thy  other  daughter  will  ufe  thee  kindly  j 
for  though  fhe's  as  like  this  as  a  crab's  like  an  apple,  yet  I 
can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 

Lear,  Whatcanft  tell,  boy  ? 

Fool,  She  will  tafte  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  does  to  a  crab. 
Canft  thou  tell  why  one's  nofe  Hands  i'th'  middle  of  one's 
face  ? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  "Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  eithtr  fide  one's  nofe  j 
that  what  a  man  cannot  fmell  out,  he  may  pry  into. 
Lear.  I  did  her  wrong  ! 

Fool,  Canll  tell  how  an  oyfter  makes  his  fhell  ? 
Lear.  No, 

FcoL  Nor  I  neither  5  but  lean  tell  why  a  fnail  hasa  houfe» 
Lear.  Why  ? 

Fool.  Why,  to  put's  head  in,  not  to  give  it  away  to  his 
daughters,  and  leave  his  horns  without  a  cafe. 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  nature  :  fo  kind  a  father  I  be  my 
horfes  ready  ? 

.Fool 
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Fool.  Thy  afles  are  gone  about  'em  ;  the  reafon  why  the 
icven  liars  are  no  more  than  feven,  is  a  pretty  reafon, 

Lear.  Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Fool.  Yes  indeed  j  thou  would' ft  make  a  good  fool. 

Lear.  To  take't  again  perforce  ! — monfler  ingratitude  ? 

Fool.  If  you  were  my  fool,  nuncle,  IM  have  thee  beaten 
for  being  old  before  thy  time, 

Lear.  How's  that  ? 

Fool.  Thou  ftiould'ft  not  have  been  old,  'till  thou  hadil 
been  wife. 

Lear.  O,  let  me  not  he  mad,  not  mad,  fweet  heav'n  ! 
Keep  me  in  temper,  I  w^ould  not  be  mad. 
How  now,  are  the  hories  ready  ? 

Gent.  Ready,  my  Lord. 

Lear,  Come,  boy. 

Fool.  She  that's  a  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  dc^parture, 
$halJ  not  be  a  maid  long,  unlefs  things  be  cut  fhorter. 

[Exeunt. 

A  C  T    ir.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Caftle  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  Glo'fter, 
Etiter  Ballard  and  Curan,  feverally. 
Baft.  QAVE  thee,  Curan. 

1^  Cur.  And  you.  Sir.    I  have  been  with  your 
father,  and  given  him  notteetliat  the  Duke  of  Corniuall, 
and  Began  his  Dutche's,  will  be  here  with  him  this  night* 
Baft,  How  comes  that  ? 

Cur.  Nay,  I  know  not ;  you  have  heard  of  the  news  a- 
broad,  I  mean  the  whifper'd  ones,  for  they  are  yet  but  ear- 
kifling  arguments. 

Baft.  Not  I  ;  pray  you,  what  are  they  ? 

Cur.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward,  'twixt 
the  Dukes  of  Cornivall  and  Albany  f 

Baft..  Not  a  word. 

Cur,  You  may  then  in  time.    Fare  voii  well,  Sir.  \Exlt^ 

SCENE  II.' 
Baft.  The  Duke  be  here  to-night !  the  be  tsr  !  befl  I 
This  waves  it  felf  perforce  into  my  bufinefs. 
My  father  hath  fet  guard  to  take  my  brother, 
And  I  have  one  thing  cf  a  quenzy  qucftion 

L  3  Which 
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>V  hich  I  muft  aft  5  briefnefs,  and  fortune  work  ? 
Brother,  a  word  :  defcend,  brother,  I  fay, 

To  him.  Enter  Edgar. 
My  father  watches  ;  O  Sir,  fly  this  place. 
Intelligence  is  giv'n  where  you  are  hid  ; 
You've  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night  - 


Have  ycu  not  fpoken  'gainft  the  Duke  ot  Corrizvall 
He's  conning  hither,  now  i'th'  night,  in  hafte, 
And  Regan  with  him  ;  have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  party  'gainft  the  Duke  oi  Albany  f  * 
Advife  your  felf. 

£^g.  I'm  fure  on't,-  not  a  word. 

Baji,  I  hear  my  father  coming.    Pardon  me        ■  » 

In  cunning  I  mull  draw  my  fword  upon  you  

Draw,  feem  to  defend  your  felf. 
Now  quit  you  well  

Yield  come  before  my  Ifather  light  hoa,  here,-  

FJy,  brother  Torches  !  fi,  fiirewel  [Eje.VJg, 

Some  blood  drawn  on  me  woul '  beget  opinion [^'^z<;7(r/5  his  arm» 
Of  my  more  fit-rce  endeavour,    Pve  fecn  rii'unkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  fporC.    Father  !  father  ! 
^top,  ftop,  no  help  ?  

s  c  E  N  nr. 

Tohimy  Enter  GW9:eT,  and Ser-vants 'TAJitb  torches. 
GIo.  Now,  Edmund,  where's  the  villain  > 
Baft.  Here  ftood  he  in  the  dark,  his  fharp  fvrord  out, 
Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  conj'ring  the  moon 
To  ftand  h  s  aufpicious  mlllrels. 
Glo.  But  where  is  he  ? 
Bafi.  Look,  Sir,  I  bleed. 
Gh.  Where  is  the  viHafn-,  Edmu72d? 
Baft.  Fled  this  way,  Sir,  when  by  no  means  he  could — > 
Glo.  Purfue  him,  ho  !  go  after.   By  no  means,  what  ?— 
Baft.  Perfuade  me  to  the  murther  of  your  Lordfhip  j 
But  that  I  told  him  the  revenging  Gods 
'Gainfi-  parricides  did  all  the  thunder  bend, 
Spoke  with  how  manifold  and  ftrcng  a  bonxl 
'J'ht  child  was  bound  to  th'  father.    Sir,  iii  fine, 

*  Meaning,  up^n  ihs  party  engaged  by  him  againll  the  Duke  cj 


King  Lear.  irg 

Seeing  how  lothly  oppolite  I  flood 

To  h-s  unnatural  purpofe,  in  fell  motion 

With  his  prepared  fword  he  charges  home 

My  unprovided  body,  launched  mine  arm  ; 

And  when  he  faw  my  beft  alarmed  fpirits. 

Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rouzM  to  th'  encounter  5 

Or  whether  gafted  by  the  noife  I  made. 

Full  ftidrlenly  he  fled. 

Glo,  Let  him  fly  far  ; 
Not  in  this  land  fliall  he  remain  uncaught  ; 
And  for  difpatch  the  noble  Duke  my  mafter. 
My  worthy  and  arch-patron,  comes  to-night  ; 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it. 
Tint  he  which  finds  him  fliall  deferve  oot  thanks. 
Bringing  the  murth'rous  coward  to  the  ftake  : 
Ih'  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Bajl.  When  I  difTwaded  him  from  his  intent, 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curft  fpeech 
f  threatened  to  difcovtr  him  ;  he  replied, 
Thoa  unpoflcflin?  baftard,  do' ft  thou  think. 
If  I  would  ftand  again'ft  thee,  the  repofal 
Of  any  truft,  virtue,  or  w^orth  in  thee 
V/oiild  make  thy  words  faith'd  ?  no,  what  IM  deny, 
(As  this  I  would,  although  thou  did'ft  produce 
My  very  charafter)  would  turn  it  all 
To  thy  fuggeftion,  plot,  and  damned  pradlice  j 
And  thou  muft  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 
f  f  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  fpurs 
To  make  thee  feek  it.  [Trumpets  within. 

(rio.  O  ft  range,  faften*d  villain! 
Would  he  deny  his  letter,  faid  he  ?  hark  ! 
Hark,  the  Duke's  trumpets  !  I  know  not  why  he  comes— 
All  ports  ril  bar,  the  villain  fliall  not  'fcape, 
The  Duke  muft  grant  me  that  ;  befides,  his  picture 
1  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  ;  and  of  my  land 
(Loyal  and  natural  boy)  I'll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Attendants. 

Corn.  How  now,  my  noble  friend  ?  fince  I  earns  hither 
Which  I  can  call  but  now,  I  have  heard  ftrange  news. 

Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeahce  comes  too  fliort 
Which,  can  purfue  th'  offender  j  how  does  my  Lord  S 

Glo.  O  Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  it's  crack'd, 

Reg.  What,  did  my  father's  godfon  feek  your  life  } 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd,  your  Edgar  f  He? 

G'o.  OLady,  Lady,  /h;ime  would  have  it  hid. 

Reg,  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  Knightj 
That  tended  on  my  father  ? 

Glo.  I  know  not,  Madam  5  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad, 

BaJ}.  Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  confort. 

Reg  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill -atfedtcd  ; 
'TiS  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death. 
To  hwe  th'expence  and  v/alle  of  revenues. 
I  have  this  prefent  evening  from  my  fifter 
Been  well  inform'd  of  them,  and  with  fuch  cautions. 
That  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  houfe, 
I'll  not  be  there. 

Corn.  Nor  I,  allure  thee,  Regan  ; 
Edmund  J  I  hear  that  you  have  fhewn  your  father 
A  child-like  office. 

JBaJi.  It's  my  duty,  Sir. 

Gio.  He  did  bewray  his  practice,  and  recelv'd 
This  hurt  you  fee,  ftriving  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn.  Is  he  purfued  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  he  is. 

Corn.  If  he  be  taken,  he  fhall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm  :  make  your  own  puipofe. 
How  ia  my  ftrength  you  pleafe.    As  for  you,  Edmund^ 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  inftant 
So  much  commend  it  felt,  you  fhall  be  ours  j 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  truft  we  ihall  much  need  : 
You  we  firft  feize  on, 

BaJI.  I  (hall  ferve  you.  Sir, 
Truly,  however  elfe. 

Glo.  I  thank  your  Grace.  ^ 

Corn,  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  vlfit  you 

Thu 
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Thus  out  of  feafon  thredding  dark-ey'd  night. 

Reg,  Occafions,  noble  Glo'ftery  of  fome  prize. 
Wherein  we  muft  have  ufe  of  your  advice  — 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  fo  hath  our  fiftef^ 
Of  diff'rences,  which  I  heft  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home  ;  the  fev'ral  meirengets 
From  hence  attend  difpatch.    Our  good  old  friend. 
Lay  comforts  to  your  bofom,  and  beftow 
Your  needful  counfel  to  our  bufinefTes, 
Which  crave  the  inftant  ufe. 

Glo.  I  ferve  you.  Madam  ; 
Your  Graces  are  right  welcome.  \Exeunt» 
SCENE  V. 
Enter  Kent,  and  Steward,  federally. 

Ste^v.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend  5  art  or  this  houfc  ? 

Kent.  Ay. 

Steiv.  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 
Kent,  I'th'  mire. 

Ste^u.  Pr'ythee,  if  thou  lov'ft  me  tell  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  net. 

Stew.  Why  then  I  c3re  not  for  thee. 

Kent,  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipjhury  pinfold,  I  would  make 
thee  care  for  me. 

Stew,  Why  dofl:  thou  ufe  me  thus  ?  I  know  thee  not. 

Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Stew.  What  doft  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Kent.  A  knave,  a  rafcal,  and  eater  of  broken  meats,  a 
bafcj  proud,  fhallow, beggarly,  three-fuited,  hundred -pound, 
filthy  woofled-ftocking  knave  5  a  lilly-liverM,atlion-taking^ 
whorfon,  glafs-gazing,  fuper-ferviceable  finical  rogue  ;  one- 
trunk-inheriting  flave  ;  one  that  would*ft  be  a  bawd  in  way 
of  good  fervice  ;  and  art  nothing  but  the  compofitlon  of  a 
knave,  beggar,  coward,  pander,  and  the  fon  and  heir  of  a 
mungr.l  bitch  5  one  whom  I  will  beat  into  clamorous  whin- 
ing, if  thou  deny'd  the  leaft  fyllable  of  thy  addition. 

Ste7v.  Why,  what  a  monftrous  feJlow  art  thou,  thus  to 
rail  on  me,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,  nor  knows  thee  ! 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-fac'd  varlet  art  thou  to  deny  thou 
knoweft  ma  !  is  it  two  days  fmce  I  tript  up  thy  heels,  aufi 
beat  thee  before  the  King  ?  draw,  you  rogue  j  for  tho'  it  be 

night. 
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night,  yet  the  moon  ihines  j  FlI  make  a  fop  o'th'  moon- 
ihine  of  you  j  you  vvhorfan,  cullionly  b.ii  ber- monger,  draw. 

radioing  his  fword, 

Stiio,  Awny,  I  have  rfothing  to  do  w  ith  thee. 

A.' .'?f.  Draw,  yru  rafcal ;  you  come  with  letters  againft 
the  King,  and  take  Vanity  the  puppet's  part,  againft  the 
royalty  of  her  father  ;  draw,  you  rogue,  or  Til  fo  carbo- 
nado your  fhanks  draw,  you  rafcal,  c.  me  your  ways. 

Ste'Lu.  Help,  ho  !  murther  !  help  !  

Kent.  Strike,  youflavej  ftand,  rogue,  ftand,  you  neat- 
Have,  flrike !  \_Beatitighim, 

Stew,  Help,  ho  !  murther!  murther]  

SCENE  VI. 
iTw/tfr  Baftard,  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glo'fter,  and  Servants, 

BaJL  How  now,  what's  th2  matter  ?  Part  

Kent.  V/ith  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  pleafe  j  come, 
I'll  iiefh  ye;  come  on,  young  mafter. 

Glo.  Weapons  ?  arms  ?  what's  the  matter  here  ? 

C')rn.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives  j  he  dies  that  ftrikes 
sgain  j  what's  the  matter  ? 

Reg,  The  meHengers  from  our  fifter  and  the  King  ? 

Corn,  What  is  your  difference  ?  fpeak. 

Stezv.  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  Lord. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beftir'd  your  valour  5 
you  cowardly  rafcal,  nature  difclaims  all  fliare  in  thee:  a 
tailor  made  thee. 

Corn,  Thou  art  a  ftrange  fellow  ;  a  tailor  make  a  man  ? 

Kent.  A  tailor.  Sir  ?  a  ftone-cutter,  or  a  painter  could 
not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  tho'  they  had  been  but  two 
hours  o'th'  trade. 

Corn,  Speak  you,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

Stew.  This  ancient  ruffian,  Sir,  whofe  life  I  have  fparM 
at  fuit  of  his  grey  beard  

Kent.  Thou  whorfon  zel !  thou  unncceffary  letter!  my 
Lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this  unbolted 
villain  into  mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a  jakes  with  him* 
Spnre  my  grey  beard  ?  you  wag-tail  \ 

Corn,  Peace,  Sirrah  ! 
You  beaftly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Ksnt,  Yes,  Sir,  but  anger  hath  a  privilege, 

■Corn. 
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Corn,  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent,  That  Aich  a  flave  as  this  fliould  wear  a  fword, 
"Who  wears  no  honefiy  :  fuch  fmiling  rogues 
Like  rats  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  twain 
Too  intrinficic  t'unJoofe  :  footh  ev'ry  pafllon 
That  in  the  nature  of  their  Lords  rebels  j 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  fonw  to  their  colder  moods  j 
Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  ev'iy  gale  and  vary  of  their  mafters. 
As  knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  folIowi<>g. 
A  plague  upon  your  epilcptick  vifage  ! 
Smile  you  my  fpeeches,  as  I  were  a  fool? 
Coofe,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain, 
I'd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot.  * 

Corn,  What,  art  thou  mad,  old  fdlow  ? 

CIo,  How  fell  you  out  ?  fay  that. 

Kent.  No  cotitraries  held  more  antipathy. 
Than  I  and  luch  a  knave. 

Corn.  Why  doft  ihou  call  him  knave  ?  what  is  his  fault  ? 

Kent,  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

C'^rn.  No  more  perchance  does  mine,  nor  his,  nor  herso 

Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain  9 
I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time. 
Than  ftand  on  any  fhoulders  that  I  fee 
Before  me  at  this  in(^ant» 

Corn.  This  is  forme  fellow, 
W^ho  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntlefs,  doth  affeft 
A  fawcy  roughnefs,  and  conftiains  li^e  garb 
Quite  from  liis  nature.    He  can''t  flatter,  he  ; 
An  honeft  mind  and  plain,  he  muft  fpcak  truth  j 
And  they  will  take  it,  fo  }  if  not,  he's  plain. 
Thelb  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainnera 
Harbour  more  crafr,  and  far  corrupter  ends^ 
Than  twenty  filky  ducking  obfervants, 
7'hat  ftretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent,  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fmcere  verity,  ' 

•  In  the  par's  of  Somerfetfhire  near  Camelot  there  are  many  large 
Moors  upon  wh^rh  prcat  liumbcrs  cf  Gccle  are  bred,  /o  that  niai.y 
other  places  in  E'^Und  arc  froin  Ihencc  fuppUctl  with  quills  aari 

Under 
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Under  th'allowance  of  your  grand  afpe£l, 
Whofe  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phcebui*  front—- 
Corn.  What  mean^ft  by  this  ? 

Kent,  To  go  out  of  my  diale£l,  which  you  dlfcommend 
fo  much  5  I  know,  Sir,  I  am  no  flatterer  5  but  he  that  be- 
guil'd  you  in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain  knave  ;  which  for 
my  part  I  will  not  be,  though  I  fhould  win  your  difplea- 
fure  to  intreat  me  to*t. 

Corn,  What  was  th'  offence  you  gave  him? 

Steiv.  Never  a^iy : 
It  pleas'd  the  King  his  mailer  very  lately 
To  flrike  at  me  upon  his  mifconftru£lion  5 
When  he  conjunft,  and  flatt'ring  his  difpleafure, 
Tript  me  behind  ;  being  down,  infulted,  rail'd. 
And  put  upon  him  fuch  a  deal  of  man. 
That  worthied  him,  got  praifes  of  the  King, 
For  him  attempting  who  was  felf-fubdu'd. 
And  in  the  flefhment  of  this  dread  exploit 
Drew  on  me  here  again.  ' 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  rogues  and  cowards. 
But  Ajax  is  their  foil. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks. 
You  flubborn  ancient  knave,  you  rev' rend  braggart, 
We*ll  teach  you. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn  : 
Call  not  your  Stocks  for  me,  I  ferve  the  King  5 
On  whofe  imployment  1  was  fent  to  you. 
You  fliall  do  fmall  refpedt,  ihew  too  bold  malice 
Againft  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  maflier. 
Stocking  his  mefTenger. 

Corn,  Fetch  forth  the  Stocks ; 
As  I  have  life,  there  fliall  he  fit  'til!  noon. 

Reg.  'Till  noon  !  'till  night,  my  Lord,  and  all  night  too. 

Kent,  Why,  Madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog. 
You  could  not  ufe  me  fo. 
'      Reg.  Sir,  being  his  kmive,  I  will.    [Stocks  brought  out. 

Corn.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  nature 
Our  fifter  fpeaks  of.    Bring  away  the  Stocks. 

CJq,  Let  me  befcech  your  Grace  not  to  do  fo  j 
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His  fault  Is  much,  and  the  good  K'ng  his  m^ftpr 
Will  check  him  for*t  j  your  purrosM  low  corrtdtion 
Is  fuch,  as  bafefl  and  ihc;  meanefl  wietthes 
For  piifVings,  and  iroft:  common  tierp;^fi^f, 
Are  piini/h'd  with.    The  King  mud  take  it  ill 
That  he's  fo  (lightly  valued  in  hi>j  mtllcnger. 
To  have  him.  thus  reilrain'd, 
Cor_n.  ril  anfwer  that. 

Re^r.  My  fiOer  may  receive  it  yet  much  worfe. 
To  have  her  Gentlt-man  abus'd,  aiTaulted 
For  following  her  adairs.    Put  in  his  legs 

[Kent  ii  put  in  the  Stocks, 
Come,  my  Lord,  away.       \_Excunt  Regan  and  Cornwall, 
SCENE  VI, 

Glo.  I'm  forry  for  thee,  friend  j  'ris  the  Duke's  pleafurc, 
Whofe  difpofition  all  the  w.-irld  well  knows 
Will  not  be  lubb'd  nor  ftop'd.    IM  intreat  for  thee. 

Kent.  Pray,  do  not,  Sir.  I've  watch'd  and  tr-ivell'd  hard, 
Some  time  I  (hall  deep  out,  the  lefl  I'll  whiftle : 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  g.ow  out  at  heels  j 
Give  you  good  morrc  w. 

Glo.  The  Duke's  to  blame  in  this,  'twill  be  ill  t^ken. 

[Exit. 

Kent.  Good  Kinjr,  that  mnfl  approve  the  common  law. 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benedidion  com' ft 
To  the  warm  fun  *.   All  weary  and  oVr-watch'd, 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  (hameful  lodging. 

Fortune_,  good  n'ght,  (mile  once  more,  turn  thy  ^^  heel  ! 

iHe  Jleeps. 

*  An  old  fnvtrhial  farn^  applied  to  thofe  who  art  turned  out  of  houjg 
and  home  deprived  of  all  the  comforts  of  life^  exctpting  the  comjnon  be- 
titjitt  of  the  Atr  an  I  Sun, 

•  warm  iun. 

Approach  thou  beacon  to  This  undf  r  globe,    ILecking  up  toithe  moon, 

Thit  by  thy  coiiirorraMe  beams  J  m^y 

Ferule  ihis  letter.    Noih  iig  alnioiV  ices  miraclea 

But  milcry.  |  know  'ti  •  fiom  Cordelia 

Wlio  hath  molt  ^orumntcly  been  intbrm'd 

Of  my  oblcurcil  cnuiic.    I  Ihall  rirul  time 

From  (his  eiiom\oiis  ftaic,  and  (ctk  to  g:ve 

LoHcs  their  fcinedics.   All  weary,  (Vj*<. 

Vol.  IV.  M  SCENE 
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SCENE  VJI. 
SCENE  changes  to  a  part  of  a  Vleath*  < 
Enter  Edgar. 
ESg»  I've  heard  my  felf  proclaim 'd. 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree  « 
Ekap'd  the  hunt.    No  port  is  free,  no  place 
That  guard  and  moft  unufual  vrgiJance 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.    Whiles  I  may  'fcapc 
I  will  preferve  my  felf :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  bafeft  and  the  pooreft  ihape 
That  ever  penury  in  contempt  of  man 
Brought  near  to  beaft  :  my  face  I'll  grime  with  filth. 
Blanket  my  loins,  elfe  all  my  hair  in  knots, 
And  with  prefented  nakednefs  out-face 
The  winds,  and  perfecutions  of  the  Iky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  prefident 
Of  bedlam  beggars,  who  with  roaring  voices 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortify'd  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  fprigs  of  rofemary  j 
And  with  this  horrible  objed,  from  low  farms. 
Poor  pelting  villages,  iheep-coies  and  mills. 
Sometimes  with  lunatick  bans,  fometinies  with  pray'rs, 
Inforce  their  charity  ;  poor  Turlutii!  poor  Tom! 
That's  fomething  yet :  Edgar  I  nothing  am»  [Exit* 
SCENE  VIII. 
Changes  again  to  the  Earl  of  Glo'fter'i  Caftle* 
Enter  Lear,  Fool,  and  Gcnthman* 
hear.  'Tis  ftrange  that  they  fhould  fo  depart  from  home. 
And  not  fend  back  my  meffenger. 

Gent.  As  I  iearn'd. 
The  night  before  there  was  no  purpofe  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  mafter. 

Lear.  Ha,  mak'ft  thou  fhame  thy  paftime  ? 

Kent.  No,  my  Lord, 

¥ool.  Ha,  ha,  he  wears  cruel  garters ;  horfes  are  ty'd  - 
the  heads,  dogs  and  bears  by  th'  neck,  monkeys  by  th' 
Joins,  and  men  by  th'  legs ;  when  a  man  is  over-lu^y  at 
Jegs^  then  he  wears  wocden  nether  flecks. 
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Lear,  What^s  he,  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  mlftook. 
To  fet  thee  here  ? 

■Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  flie. 
Your  fon  and  daughter, 

Lear.  No. 

Kent,  Yes, 

Lear.  No;  I  fay. 

Kent.  But  I  fay,  yea. 

Lear,  By  Jupiter,  I  fvvear  no. 

^r^7f.  By  I  fwear  ay. 

Lear.  They  durft  not  do*t. 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't ;  'tis  worfo  than  murther. 
To  do  upon  refpedl  fuch  violent  outrage  : 
Refolve  me  with  all  modcft  hafte,  which  way 
Thou  might' ft  deferve  or  they  impofe  this  ufage. 
Coming  from  us  ? 

Kent,  My  Lord,  when  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  Highnefs'  letters  to  them, 
£re  I  was  rifen  from  the  place,  that  HiewM 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  a  reeking  poft, 
Stew'd  in  his  hafte,  half  breathlefs,  panting  forth 
From  Gonerill  his  miftrefs  falutation  5 
Delivered  letters,  fpight  of  intermiflion 
Which  prefently  they  read  i  on  thofe  contents 
They  fummon'd  up  their  meiny,  ftrait  took  horfe. 
Commanded  me  to  follow  and  attend 
The  leifure  of  their  anfwer  j  gave  me  cold  looks  j 
And  meeting  here  the  other  mefTenger, 
Whofe  welcome  I  perceiv'd  had  poifonM  mine. 
Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
DifpbyM  fo  fawcily  againft  your  Highnefs, 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  I  drew  ; 
He  raisM  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  cries : 

Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
The  ftiame  which  here  it  fuffers. 

F(7o/.  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geefc  fly  that  way. 

Fathers  that  wear  rags 

Do  make  their  children  blind. 

But  fathers  that  bear  bags 

Shall  fee  their  children  kind, 

M  %  Fortune, 
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Fortune,  that  arrant  whore, 
Ne'er  tarns  the  key  to  th'  poor. 

But  for  all  this  thou  Hialt  have  as  many  dolours  *  from 
thy  dear  dnughters,  as  thou  canll  tell  in  a  year. 

Lear.  Oh,  how  this  mother  fwi-lls  up  toward  my  he^rt  ! 
Jlyfterica  p  iJftOj  down,  thou  climbing  forrow, 
Thy  eltjment  s  below  5  where  is  this  daughter  ? 

Ke}ft.  With  the  Earl,  S  r,  here  within. 

Lear.  Follow  me  not,  ftay  here.  [Exit, 

Cent,  Made  you  no  more  offence 
But  what  you  fpeak  of? 

K'^nt.  None  ; 

Hov/  chance  the  King  comes  with  f  >  fmill  a  number  ? 

Fool.  An  thou  hadft  been  fet  i'th'  Stocks  for  that  quef- 
t!oi,  thou'diu  v/fll  deferv'd  it. 

KeKt.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fo'^l.  We'll  fet  thee  to  fchool  to  an  An^,  to  ter.ch  thee 
there's  no  lab'i  ng  i'th'  winter.  All  that  follow  thtir  nofes 
are  ltd  by  their  eyes,  but  bJ;nd  men  ;  and  there's  not  a 
rofe  among  twenty  but  can  fmell  him  that's  ftinking  — ■ 
Jet  go  thy  hold  when  a  great  wheel  run?  down  a  hill,  left  it 
break  thy  neck  with  following  j  but  the  great  one  that 
goes  upward,  let  it  draw  thee  afrer.    When  a  wife  man 
gives  thee  bette  r  counfel,  give  me  mine  again  j  I  would 
have  none  but  knaves  follow  it,  fmce  a  fool  gives  it. 
That  Sir  which  ferves  for  gain. 
And  follows  but  for  form, 
"Will  pack  when  it  be^:ins  to  rain. 
And  leave  thee  in  a  ftorm  : 
And  I  will  tarry,  the  fool  will  fVay, 
And  let  the  wife  man  fly  : 
3ihe  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away. 
The  fool  no  knave,  perdy. 

Kent,  Where  learn'd  you  this,  fool  ? 

Fool,  Not  i'th'  S;ocks,  fool. 

SCENE    IX.      Enter  Lear  and  Glo'fter. 

Lear.Dtny  tofpe.^k  with  mi-  ?  they're  fick, they're  weary^ 
Tliey  have  travel!' d  all  the  night  ?  meer  fetches. 


*  A  quibble  intended  betv^een  douurs  and  dollars. 

The 
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The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Bring  rtie  a  better  anfwer  

Glo.  My  dear  Lord, 
Ycu  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  Duke, 
H  w  unremoveahle  and  fixt  he  is 
in  his  own  courfe. 

Lear.  Vengeance  !  plague  !  death  !  confufion  !  — - 
Fiery  ?  what  fiery  quality  ?  why,  Gl6*Jiery 
t*d  ipeak  with  th'  Duke  oiCornivally  and  his  wife. 

do.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I  have  informed  them  fo. 

Lear,  Informed  them  ?  dofl  thou  undeiftand  me,  man  ? 

Oh.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Lear»  The  King  would  fpeak  with  Ccrnivall,  the  dear 
father 

Would  with  his  daughter  fpeak,  commands  her  fervice  : 

Are  they  informM  of  this  ?  my  breath  and  blood  !  — — 

Fiery  ?  the  fiery  Duke  ?  tell  the  hot  Duke  that  • 

No,  but  not  yet,  may  be  he  is  not  well, 

Infiimity  doth        negltdt  all  office, 

V/hereto  our  health  is  bound  ;  we're  not  our  felves. 

When  nature  being  oppreft  commands  the  mind 

To  fufFcr  with  the  body.    I'll  forbear. 

And  am  fali'n  out  with  my  more  heady  will. 

To  take  the  indifpos'd  and  fickly  fit. 

For  the  found  man. — Death  on  my  flate!  but  wherefore 

Should  he  fit  here  ?  this       perfuadcth  me. 

That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 

Is  pradVice  only.    Give  me  my  fervent  forth  ; 

Ck),  tell  the  Duke  and's  wife,  I'd  fpeak  with  them 

Now  prefcntly  —bid  them  come  forth  and  hear  me. 

Or  at  their  rhamber-door  I'll  beat  the  drum, 
'  Till  it  cry,  fie  p  to  death. 

do.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  \^Ex'tt, 
I  ^.-f,  O  me,  my  heart  !  my  rifing  hf^art !  but  down. 
f'.ol.  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the  Eels, 
vhr  n  he  put  them  i'th'  Fally  alive  j  he  rapt  *cm  o'th* 
V  >v(  nmbs  with  a  itick,  and  cry'd  down,  wantons,  down  \ 
:\va?  his  brother,  that  in  pure  kindnefs  to  his  horie  but-  ' 
.1  h;s  hav. 

M  3  SCENE 
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SCENE  X. 
Enter  CcrnwdW^  Regan,  Glo'fter,  and  Servant St 
Lear,  Good  morrow  to  you  both  ! 

Corn.  Hail  to  your  Grace  !  [Kent  is  fet  at  liberty, 

Reg.  I  am  glad  to  fee  yCur  Highnefs. 

Lear^  Regan,  I  think  you  ar;?,  I  know  what  reafon 
I  have  to  think  fo  ;  if  ihou  wert  not  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb. 
Sepulchring  an  adult'refs.    O,  are  you  free  ?      [To  Kent. 
Some  other  time  for  that.    Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  fifter's  naught  r  oh  Regan,  fhe  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindnefs,  like  a  vulture,  here  ; 

[Points  to  his  hcait, 
I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee,  thou' it  not  believe 
With  how  deprr.v'd  a  quality  oh  Regan  !        <  -« 

Reg.  I  pray  y.^u,  Sir,  take  patience  ;  I  have  hops 
Ycu  lefs  know  how  to  value  her  dc'.'ert, 
Than  {he  to  fcan  her  duty. 

Lear.  How  is  tliat  ?  — 

Reg.  I  cannot  think  my  fifter  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  her  obligation.    If  perchance 
She  have  reftrain'd  the  riots  of  your  f)Ilowers, 
'Tis  on  fuch  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholefome  end. 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame, 

Lear.  My  curfcs  on  her  ! 

Reg.  O,  Sir,  you  are  old, 
Nature  in  y>'^u  ^^■ands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine  ;  you  Oiould  be  rul'd  and  led 
By  fome  difcretion,  that  difcerns  your  flate 
Better  than  you  your  feif:  therefore  I  pray  you. 
That  to  our  filler  you  do  make  return. 
Say  you  have  wrong' d  her,  Sir, 

Lear.  Aik  her  forgivenefs  ? 
T>j  you  but  mark  how  this  becometh  us : 
Dear  dazighter,  I  co?ifefs  that  I  am  old ;  [The  King  kneeling. 
jlge  is  unnecefjary  ;  on  my  knees  Lbeg, 
That  you  II  -vouchjafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food, . 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more  5  thefe  are  unfightly  tricks  : 
Return  you  to  my  fifter. 

hear.  Never,  Rezan : 

She 
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She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  t  rain  ) 
Look'd  black  up^n  me,  ftruck  me  with  her  tongue 
Moft  rerpt;nt-llke,  upon  the  very  heart. 
All  the  fiorM  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  head  !  ftrike  her  young  bones. 
You  tdkm?.  airs,  with  lamcnefs  ! 
Corn.  Fie,  Sir  !  fie  ! 

Lear.  You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blinding  flames 
Into  her  rcornful  eyes  !  infed  her  beauty. 
You  ff-n-fuck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  fun 
To  fall,  and  blaft  her  pride  ! 

Re^.  O  the  bleft  Gods  ! 
So  will  you  v/iHi  on  m?,  when  the  ra/h  mood  is  on. 

Lear.  No,  Regan,  thou  (halt  never  have  n;y  curfe  : 
Thy  tender-hefted  natur^  (hall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harfhnefs  ;  her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn.         s  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleafurcs,  to  cut  off  my  train. 
To  bandy  hdfty  words,  to  fcant  my  fizts, 
And  in  conclufion  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againil  my  coming  in.    Thou  better  know'fl 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  child-hocd, 
Efte<fts  of  co\ir!efie,  and  dues  of  gratitude  : 
Thy  haif  o'  th'  kingdom  thou  had  not  f:)rgot. 
Wherein  I  thee  endov/'d. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  to  tif  purpof-.  [Trumpet  tuitbin, 

Lear,  Who  put  my  maii  i'th'  Stocks  ? 

Enter  Steivard, 

Corn.  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Recr.  I  know't,  my  filler's  :  this  approves  her  letter, 
Th.it  flie  would  foon  be  hore.    Is  your  Lady  come  ? 

Lejr.  This  is  a  (lave,  whofc  eafie-borrowed  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows. 
Out,  varlet,  frcm  my  fight  ! 

Corn.  What  means  your  Grace  ? 

SCENE    IX.      Enter  Goncrill. 

7,ear.  Wlio  fiockt  my  fcrv.int  ?  Regan,  I've  jio^d  hopf? 
Thou  didft  not  know  cn't. — Who  comes  here  ?  O  heav'ns  I 
If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  fvvcet  fway 
Hallow  obedience,  if  your  fclves  are  old. 

Make 
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Make  it  your  caufe  ;  fend  down  and  take  my  part? 
Art  not  afliam'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? 
O  Regariy  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gon,  Why  not  by  th'  hand,  Sir  ?  how  have  I  offcn^icd  ^ 
All's  not  oftenee  that  indifcretion  finds. 
And  dotage  terms  fo, 

Lear,  O  fides,  you  are  too  tough ! 
Will  you  yet  hold  ?  how  came  my  man  i*th'  Stocks  ? 

Corn.  1  fet  him  there,  Sir :  but  his  own  diforders 
Deferv*d  no  lefs  advancement. 

Lear,  You  ?  did  you  ? 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  father,  being  'wake,  feem  fo. 
If,  'till  the  expiration  of  your  month, 
You  vH'ill  return  and  fojourn  with  my  fifter, 
DifmifTmg  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me  ; 
I*m  now  from  home,  and  out  of  th^t  provifion 
Which  fliall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her,  and  fifty  men  difmifs'd  ? 
No,  rather  I  abjure  ail  roofs,  and  chufe. 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl. 
To  wage,  againfl  the  enmity  o'th'  air, 

Necefiity's  fharp  pinch  Return  with  her  ? 

Why  I  the  hot-blooded  Frarce,  that  dow'rlefs  took 
Our  yuungeft  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and  'Squire- like  penfion  beg. 

To  keep  hafe  life  a- foot  5  Return  with  her  ? 

Perfuade  me  rather  to  be  flave  and  fumpter 
To  this  detefted  groom. 

Gon.  At  your  choice,  Sir. 

Lear.  I  pr'ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  tnad^, 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child.    Farewel : 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another  ; 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flefh,  my  blood,  my  daughter. 
Or  rather  a  difeafe  that's  in  my  fleOi, 
Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine  ;  thou  art  a  bile, 
A  plague -fore,  or  imboffed  carbuncle 
In  my  corrupted  blood ;  but  I'll  not  chide  thee. 
Let  fhame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it, 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  (hoot. 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jivg, 

Mend 
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Mend  when  thou  canft,  be  be-ttcr  at  tliy  Iclfure, 
I  can  be  patient,  I  can  ftay  with  Regan, 
I  and  my  hundred  Knii'hts, 

Rc^r.  Not  all  together, 
I  lookM  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome ;  give  ear  to  my  fifter  ; 
For  thofe  that  mingle  reafon  with  your  paflion, 
Muft  be  content  to  think  ynu  old,  and  lb  — 
But  {he  knows  what  fhe  does. 

Lear.  Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 

Reg,  I  dare  avouch  it,  Sir  ;  what,  fifty  followers  ? 
Is  it  not  well  ?  what  fhould  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea,  or  fo  many  ?  fmce  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainft  fo  great  a  number :  how  in  one  houie 
Should  many  j)eople  under  two  comm:^nd3 
Hold  amity  ?  'tis  hard,  aimoft  impulVible. 

Gofj.  Why  might  not  you,  my  Lord,  receive  attendance 
Fiom  thofe  that  flie  calls  fervants,  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  Lord  ?  if  then  they  chanc'd  to  flack  ye. 
We  could  controll  them  ;  if  you'll  come  to  me, 
f  For  now  I  fpy  a  danger)  I  intreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty  5  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice, 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all  — 

Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  It. 

Lear»  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  depofitarics. 
But  kept  a  refervatir.n  to  be  follow' d 
With  fuch  a  number ;  muft  I  come  to  you 
W^ith  five  and  twenty  ?  Regan,  f^id  you  fo  ? 

Reg.  And  fpeak't  again,  my  Lord,  no  more  with  me. 

Lear.  Thofe  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look  well-favour'd 
When  others  are  more  wicked.    Not  being  worft 
Stands  in  fome  rank  of  praile  ;  I'll  go  with  thee,  [To  Gon. 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  live  and  twenty  j 
And  thou  haft  twice  her  love. 

Con.  Hear  me,  my  Lord  j 
What  need  yon  five  and  twenty    ten  ?  or  five  ? 
To  follow  in  a  houfc,  where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 

Reg.  What  needs  one  ? 

Lijr, 
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Lear.  O,  rcafon  not  the  need  :  our  bafeft  beggar? 
Are  in  the  pooreft  thing  f«perfluous  ; 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  heeds, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beads'.     Thou  art  a  Lady  ; 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous. 
Why,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'/l. 
Which  fcarcely  keeps  thee  warm  ;  but  for  true  need, 
Vou  heav*ns,  give  me  that  patience  which  I  need! 
You  fee  me  here,  you  Gods,  a  poor  old  man. 
As  full  of  grief  as  age,  wretched  in  both. 
If  it  b6  you  tliat  ftir  thefe  daughters  hearts 
Againft  their  father,  fool  me  not:  fo  much 
To  bear  it  tamely  :  touch  me  with  noble  anger  ; 

0  let  not  womens  weapons,  water-drops, 

Stain  my  man's  cheek.    No,  you  unnat'ral  hags, 

1  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both, 

That  all  the  world  Hiall — -I  will  do  fuch  things,  

What  they  are  yet  I  know  not,  but  they  fhall  be 

The  terrors  of  the  earth  :  you  think  I'll  weep: 

No,  I'll  not  weep.    Though  !  have  full  caufeof  weeping; 

This  heart  fhall  break  into  a  thoufand  flaws 

Or  e'er  I  weep.    O  fool,  I  lhall  go  mad. 

[Exeunt  Lear,  Glo'fter,  Kent,  a?id  Foot, 
SCENE  XII. 

Corn,  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  ftorm. 

[Storm  and  Tempefi, 

Reg.  This  houfe  is  fmall,  the  old  man  and  his  people 
Cannot  be  well  beftow'd. 

Gon.  'Tis  his  own  blame,  he'ath  put  himfelf  from  reft^ 
And  muft  needs  tafte  his  folly. 

Jleg.  For  his  particular,  I'll  receive  him  gladly, 
But  not  one  follower. 

Gon.  So  am  I  purpos'd. 
Where  is  my  Lord  of  Glo'fler  f 

Enter  GWBer, 

Corn.  Followed  the  oi  l  man  forth  i — he  is  returned. 

Glo.  The  King  is  in  high  rage. 

Corn.  Whither  is  he  going  ? 

G/o.  He  calls  to  horfe  :  but  will  I  know  not  whither. 
Ccrn.  'Tis  beil  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfelf. 
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Gon.  My  Lortl,  intreat  him  by  no  means  to  ftay. 

Glo.  Alack,  the  night  comes  on  :  and  the  high  winds 
Do  forely  rufsle  j  for  many  miles  about 
There's  fcarce  a  bufh. 

Reg.  O  Sir,  to  wilful  men. 
The  injuries  t:hat  they  themfelvcs  procure 
^uil  be  their  fchool-mafters  :  /hut  up  your  doors; 
He  is  attended  with  a  defp'ratc  train. 
And  what  they  may  incenle  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wifdom  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  Lord,  'tis  a  wild  night* 
My  Regan  counfels  well;  come  out  o'  th'  ftorm.  [Exeunt* 


A  fiorm  is  beard  ivith  Thunder  and  Lightning,  Enter 


Kent,  I  know  you  :  where's  the  King  ?  funcjuictly. 

Gent,  Contending  with  the  fretful  elements  5 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  fea, 
Oj- fwell  the  curled  waters  *bove  the  main. 
That  things  might  change  or  ceafe  :  tears  his  white  hair. 
Which  the  impetuous  blafts  with  eyelefs  lage 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of. 
This  night,  in  which  the  cub-drawn  bear  *  would  couch. 
The  lion,  and  the  beily-pinched  wolf 
Keep  their  furr  dry,  unbonneted  he  runs. 
And  bids  what  will,  take  all, 

Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

Gent,  None  but  the  fool,  who  labours  to  out-jef^ 
His  heart-ftruck  injuries. 

Kent,  Sir,  I  do  know  you, 
And  dare  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.    There's  dlvifion 
(Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is  cover'd 

•  By  iuh-dravm  htar  muft  be  underftood  rhe  fhe-biar  drawn  dry  by 
tbtjuiking  of  hit  tubs,  and  ihencc  moll  ravenous  and  greedy  of  prey. 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 
SCENE  A  Heath, 


Kent: 


With 
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With  mutual  craft)  *twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall :  \ 

And  true  it  is  from  France  there  cnmes  a  pow'r 

Into  this  fh^tterM  kingdom,  who  already 

Wife  in  our  negligence,  have  fecret  fca 

In  fome  of  our  bell  ports,  and  are  at  point  ^ 

To  ihow  their  open  banner-  Now  to  yoa  : 

If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  fo  fur 

To  make  yQur  fpeed  to         ,  you  /Iiall  find 

Some  that  will  th^rk  you,  making  juft  report 

Of  how  uniisturai  and  madding  forrow 

The  King  hath  caufe  to  plain. 

I  am  a  gentlem^a  of  blood  and  breeding. 

And  from  fo  re  knowledge  and  affurance  of  you. 

Offer  thi?  office. 

Gent,  Til  talk  further  with  you. 

Kent.  No,  do  not : 
Fcr  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
Than  my  out-wali_,  open  this  purfe  and  take 
What  it  contains.    If  you  fhall  fee  Cordelia^ 
(As  fear  not  but  you  fhall }  /hew  her  that  Ring, 
And  ihe  will  tel!  you  who  this  fellow  is, 
That  yet  you  d )  not  know.    Fie  on  this  ftorm  ! 
I  will  go  feek  the  King. 

Cert.  Give  me  your  hand,  have  you  no  more  to  fay  ? 

Kent,  Few  words,  bat  to  effect  more  than  all  yet; 
That,  when  we  have  found  the  King,  (for  wh'tch  you  take 
That  way,  1  th's :  )  he  that  firft  lights  on  him. 
Holla  the  other.  [Exeunt^ 
SCENE  II. 
Storm  ftilU    Enter  Lear  end  FooL 

"Lear.  Blow  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks  5  rage,  blow  l 
Ycu  cataracts  and  hurricanoes  fpout 

f  —  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall : 
Who  have  (as  who  have  noc,  whom  their  great  ftars 
ThronM  antl  fet  high  f  )  fervanta,  who  feem  no  leis. 
Which  are  to  France  the  fpies  and  {peculations 
Intelligent  of  our  itate.    What  hath  been  leen, 
Either  in  fuuffs  and  packings  of  the  Dukes, 
Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  born 
Againft  the  old  kind  King  ;  or  fotnething  deeper* 
Whereof,  perchance,  liiele  are  but  furnjihinLS-"--— 
C^nt,  I  vyiii  laik. 
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'Tin  you  have  drcncht  our  fteeples,  drownM  the  cocks  1 

You  fulph'rous  and  thought-executing  fires. 

Vaunt- couriers  of  oak-cleaving  thunder-boJts, 

Singe  my  white  he  id  !  And  thou  all-fhaking  thunder. 

Strike  flat  the  rhick  rotundity  o'  th*  world, 

Crack  nature's  mould,  all  gernmins  fpill  at  cnce^ 

That  make  ingrateful  man! 

Fool.  O  nuncle,  court- holy -water  in  a  dry  houfc  is  bet- 
ter than  the  rain-water  out  o*  door.  Good  nuncle,  in,  a/k 
thy  daughter's  blefiing  ;  here's  a  night  that  pities  neither 
wife  men  nor  tools. 

Leat\  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fpit  fire,  fpoutrain! 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters  j 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindnefs, 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  children. 
You  owe  me  no  fubmilliori.    Then  let  fail 
Your  horrible  pleafure ;  —  here  1  ftand  your  fiave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpisM  old  man  1 
But  yet  I  call  you  Servile  minifters, 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Your  high-cngender'd  battle?,  'p/mft  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.    O,  ho  I  'tis  foul. 

Fool,  He  that  has  a  houfe  to  put's  head  in,  has  a  good 
head -piece  : 

The  cod- piece  that  will  houfe,  before  the  h?ad  has  any: 
The  head  and  he  fhall  lowfej  fo  beggars  marry  many, 
That  man  that  make!;  his  toe,  what  he  his  heart  fhould  make. 
Shall  of  a  corn  cry  woe,  and  turn  his  fleep  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman,  but  ihe  made  mouths 
in  a  glafs. 

SCENE  III.       To  them,  Enter  Kent, 
Lear,  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  ail  patience, 
I  will  fay  nothing. 
Kent.  Who's  tliere? 

FooL  Marry,  here's  grace,  and   a  cod-piece,   that's  a 
wife  man  and  a  fool. 

Kent,  Alas,  Sir,  are  you  here  ?  things  that  love  night. 
Love  not  fuch  nights  as  thcfe  :  the  wrathful  fkies 
Gallow  the  very  wand'iers  of  the  dark, 
And  make  thena  keep  their  caves :  fincc  I  was  man. 

Vol.  IV.  N  Sach 
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Such  (heets  of  fire,  fuch  burf?s  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard-    Man's  nature  cannot  carry 
Th'  affliiflion,  nor  the  force. 

Lear,  Let  the  great  Gods, 
That  k^ep  this  dreadful  thundering  o'er  our  heads, 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.    Tremble,  thou  wretch. 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  crim.es 
Unwhipt  of  juftice  !  Hide  thee,  thou  blocdy  liand  3 
Thou  perjure,  and  thou  fimujar  of  virtue. 
That  art  inceftuous !  caitiff,  fhake  to  pieces. 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  feeming 
Haft  praftis'd  on  man's  life  !  CJofe  pent-up  guilts. 
Rive  your  '-o  icealing  continents,  and  afk 

Thefe  dreadful  fummoners  grace !  I  am  a  man, 

More  fjnn'd  againft,  than  finning. 

Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed  ? 
Gracious  my  Lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel. 
Some  friend/hip  will  it  lend  you  'gainft  the  tempeft : 
Repofe  you  there,  while  I  to  this  hard  houfe 
(More  hard  than  is  the  ftone  whereof  'tis  rais'd  j 
"Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 
Deny'd  me  to  come  in)  return,  and  force 
Their  fcanted  courtefie. 

Lear,  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 
Come  on,  my  boy.  How  doft,  my  boy  ?  art  cold  ? 
I'm  cold  my  felf.    Where  is  this  ftraw,  my  fellow  ? 
The  art  of  our  neceflities  is  ftrange. 
That  can  make  vile  things  precious.    Come,  your  hovel  5 
Poor  fool  and  knave,  I've  one  ftring  in  my  heart 
That's  forry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool.  He  that  has  and  a  little  tiny  ivit. 

With  heiob  ho,  the  Hvind  and  the  rain^ 
M^J}  make  content  ivirh  bis  fortunes  Jit, 
Though  the  rain  it  rainetb  every  day, 
Lear,  True,  my  good  boy:  come,  bring  us  to  this  hovel. 

[Exiu 

Fool.  'Tis  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  courtezan. 
I'll  fpeak  a  prophecy  or  e'er  I  go; 
When  priefts  are  more  in  words  than  matter, 

When 
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When  brewers  marr  their  malt  with  water ; 
"When  nobles  are  their  tailors  tutors  ; 
No  hereticks  burn'd,  but  wenches  fuitors ; 
Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee't. 
That  going  fiiall  be  usM  with  feet. 
When  every  cafe  in  law  is  right. 
No  *Squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  Knight  | 
When  /landers  do  not  live  in  tongues. 
And  cut-purfes  come  not  to  throngs  3 
When  ufiirtrs  tell  their  gold  i'  th'  field. 
And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build  : 
Then  (hall  the  realm  of  Albion 
Come  unto  great  confufion. 

This  prophecy  Merlin  fliali  make,  for  I  do  live  before  his 
time.  [Exit% 

SCENE  IV.     An  apartment  in  Glo'fter^s  Cajile. 
Enter  Glo'fter  and  Baftard. 

Gh,  Alark,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatural 
dealing  ;  when  I  defired  their  leave  that  I  might  pity  him, 
they  took  from  me  the  ufe  of  mine  own  houfe,  charg'd  me 
on  pain  of  perpetual  difpleafure,  neither  to  fpeak  of  him, 
entreat  for  him,  or  any  w  .y  fuftain  him. 

Baft,  Moft  favage  and  unnatural  ! 

Glo.  Go  to  ;  fay  you  nothing.  There  is  divifion  be- 
tween the  Dukes,  and  a  worfe  matter  than  that  :  I  have 
received  a  letter  this  night,  *tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken,  I 
have  lock'd  the  letter  in  my  clofet  :  thefe  injuries  the 
King  now  bears  w-II  be  revenged  home  ;  there  is  part  of  a 
power  already  footed ;  we  murt  incline  to  the  King,  I  will 
look  for  him,  and  privily  relieve  him  ;  go  you  and  main- 
tain talk  with  the  Duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him 
pcrceiv'd  J  if  he  afk  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed  ; 
if  I  die  for  it,  as  no  lefs  is  threatned  me,  the  King  my 
old  mafter  mufl  be  relieved.  There  are  ftrange  things  to- 
ward, Edmund'^  pray  you,  be  careful.  [Exit» 

Baft.  This  courtefie  forbid  thee  IhiU  the  Duke 
Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  letter  too. 
This  feems  a  fair  deferving,  and  muft  draw  me 
That  which  mv  father  lofes  j  no  lefs  than  all. 
The  younger  rit  s,  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [Exlf» 
N  a  SCENE 
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SCENE    V.      Part  of  the  Heath  ivUh  a  Hovel. 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  Lord  ;  good  my  Lord,  enter  ♦ 
The  tyranny  of  th'  open  night's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure,  [Storm  fiill. 

Leir.  Let  me  al^  ne, 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 

hear.  Wilt  break  my  heart  ? 

Kent,  I'd  rather  break  mine  own  ;  good  my  Lord,  enter. 
•  Lear. Thoix  think'ft  'tis  much  that  this  contentious  ftorm 
Invades  us  to  the  fkin  5  fo  'tis  to  thee  j 
But  where  the  greater  maJndy  is  fixt, 
The  lefTer  is  fcarce  felt.    Thou'Jft  /hun  a  bear  ; 
But  if  thy  flight  hy  toward  the  voaiing  fea, 
Thou'dft  meet  the  bear  i'th'  mouth  ;  when  the  mind's  free. 
The  body's  delicate  ;  the  tempeft  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  fenfes  take  all  feeling  elftv. 
Save  what  beats  there.    Fi'ial  ingratitude  ! 
Is  it  not,  as  this  mouth  Hiould  tear  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to't  ''—-But  TJl  punifh  h  me  ; 
No,  I  w^ill  weep  no  more — in  fuch  a  night. 
To  fhut  me  out? — pour  on,  I  will  endure  : 
In  fuch  a  night  as  this  ?  O  Regan y  Gonerill^ 
Your  old  kind  father,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  all  — • 
O,  that  way  madnefs  lyes,  let  me  fliun  that. 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Pr'ythee,  go  in  thy  felf,  feek  thine  own  eafe. 
This  tempeft  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more  —  but  I'll  go  in  ; 

In,  boy,  go  firft.    You  houfelefs  poverty  

Nay,  get  thee  in ;  Til  pray,  and  then  I'll  fleep  —  [Ex.  Fool, 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wherefoe'er  you  are 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  ftorm  ! 
How  fhall  your  houfelefs  heads,  and  unfed  fides. 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggednefs,  defend  you 

From  feafons  fuch  as  thefe  ?  O,  I  have  ta'en 

Too  litfle  care  of  this  :  take  phyfick,  pomp  ! 
Xxpofe  thy  felf  to  feel  what  wretches  feel. 
That  thou  may 'ft  fhake  the  fuperflux  V  then). 

And 
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And  flieW  the  heav'ns  more  jufi^. 

Edg,  [JVithin.']  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half  ! 
poor  Tom  !  V 

Fool,  Come  not  in  here,  n uncle,  here's  a  fpirit,  help  me, 
help  me.  [The  Fool  runs  out  from  the  HcvsU 

Kent,  Give  me  thy  hand,  who\«!  there  ? 

Fool,  A  fpirit,  a  fpirit,  he  fays  his  name's  poor  Tom, 

Kent,  What  art  thou  that  doft  grumble  there  i*  th* 
ftraw  ?  come  forth. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Edgar,  difguh^d  like  a  Madman, 

Edg,  Away,  the  foul  fiend  follows  me.  Through  the 
fharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.  Humph,  go  to  thy 
bed  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters  ?  and  art 
thou  come  to  this  ? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom?  v/hom  the  foul 
liffnd  hath  led  through  fire  and  through  fiame, through  ford 
and  whirl-pool,  o'er  bog  and  quagmire,  that  hath  laid  knives 
under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in  his  pue  j  fet  nufbane  by  his 
porridge,  made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trot- 
ting horfe,  over  four  inch'd  bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  (lia- 
ri^w  for  a  traitor, — blefs  thy  five  wits.  Tan*s  a-co'd.  O 
do,  de,  do,  de,  do,  de, — blefs  thee  from  whirl-winds,  ftar- 
blafting,  and  taking  ;  do  poor  Tom  fome  charity,  whom  the 
foul  fiend  vexes.  There  could  I  have  him  now,  and  there, 
and  hereag^in,  and  there.  \_StormJiiIL 

Le^r.What !  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pafs  ? 
Cotild'ft  thou  fave  nothing?  didft  th'.ugive  'em  all  ? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  referv'd  a  blanket,  elfe  we  had  been  all 
ihamed. 

Lear.  Now  all  the  plapues  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
H?^ng  fated  o'er  men's  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters  f 
Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters,  Sir. 

Lear.  Death,  traitor,  nothing  conld  have  fubdu*d  natJrC 
To  fuch  a  lownefe,  but  his  unkind  daughters. 
Is  it  the  fafhion,  that  difcirded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flefh  ? 
Judicious  punifliment !  'twas  this  flefh  begot 
rhofc  pelican  daugbtcrii 

N  3  Ed^^ 
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Edg,  Pillicock  fat  on  pillicock-hill,  alow,  alow,  loo, 
loo. 

Fool,  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fook,  and  mad- 
men. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'th'  foul  fiend,  obey  thy  parents,  keep 
thy  word  juftly,  fwcar  not,  commit  not  with  hnan's  fworn 
ipoufe  J  fet  not  thy  fweet  heart  on  proud  array.  Tom's 
a-cold. 

Lear,  What  haft  thou  been  ? 

Egd.  A  ferving  man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind;  that 
curl'd  my  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  fervM  the  luft  of 
my  miftrefs's  heart,  and  did  the  aft  of  darknefs  with  her  : 
fwore  as  many  oaths  as  I  fpake  words,  and  broke  them  in 
the  fweet  face  of  heaven.  One  that  Hcpt  on  the  contriving 
luft,  and  wakM  to  do  it.  Wine  lovM  I  deeply  j  dice  dear- 
ly 3  and  in  woman,  out-paramour'd  the  Turk.  Falfe  of 
heart,  light  of  ear,  bloody  of  hand  ;  hog  in  floth,  fox  in 
Health,  wolf  in  greedinefs,  dog  in  madnefs,  lion  in  prey, 
Let  not  the  creaidng  of  fhoes,  nor  the  ruftling  of  filks,  be- 
tray thy  poor  heart  to  woman.  Keep  thy  foot  out  of  bro- 
thels, thy  hand  out  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from  lenders  books, 
and  defie  the  foul  fiend.  Siili  through  the  hawthorn  blows 
the  cold  wind:  fays  fuum,  mun,  nonny,  dolphin  my  boy, 
boy,  Seffey  :  let  liim  trot  by.  [Storm  JiilL 

Lear,  Thou  wert  better 'in  a  grave,  than  to  an fwer  with 
thy  uncovered  body  this  cxfrcmity  of  the  fkies.  Is  man  no 
jTiore  than  this  ?  Confider  him  well.  Thou  ow*ft  the  worm 
130  filk,  the  beaft  no  hide,  the  fliecp  no  wool,  the  cat  no 
perfume.  Ha  !  here's  three  of  us  are  fophifticated.  Thou 
art  the  thing  itfelf ;  unaccommodated  man  is  no  more  but 
fuch  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as  thou  art.  Off,  off, 
you  kndings :  come,  unbutton  here. 

[Tearing  off  his  cloaths. 

Fool,  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  he  contented  ;  'tis  a  naughty 
night  to  fwim  in.  Now  a  little  (ire  in  a  wild  field  were  like 
an  old  letcher's  heart,  a  fmall  fpark,  and  ail  the  reft  on' s 
body  cold  ;  look,  here  comes  a  walking  fire. 

Egd.  This  is  the  foul  Flibbeitigibbet  5  he  begins  at  cur- 
few, and  walks  'till  the  firft  cock  j  he  gives  the  web  and 
the  pin,  fquints  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hair- lip  j  mil- 

dev^S;, 
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dews  the  white  wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  creatures  of  the 
carih. 

St,  Withold  footed  thrice  the  uoold ; 
lie  met  the  tiip-ht-mare,  and  her  nine-fold^ 
Bid  her  aligl  t ,  and  her  troth  plight y 
And  aroynt  thee^  ivitch,  aroynt  thee  ! 
Kent,  How  fares  your  Grace  ? 

SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Glo'  fter  ivith  a  torch: 
Ldar.  What's  he  ? 

Kent,  Who's  there  ?  what  is't  you  fcek  ? 

Glo.  What  are  you  there  ?  your  names? 

Edg.  Poor  Tom,  that  eats  the  fvvimming  frog,  the  toad, 
the  todpole  j  the  wali-ncwt,  and  the  water-newt  j  that  in 
the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats  cow- 
dung  for  faliets  5  fv/.  #'  .ws  the  old  rat,  and  the  ditch-dog  ; 
drinks  the  green  mantle  of  the  llanding  pool ;  who  is  whipt 
from  tything  to  tything,  and  llock-punifti'd,  and  impri- 
fon'd:  who  hath  had  three  fuits  to  his  Lack,  fix  fhirts  to 
his  body,  horfe  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear  : 

But  mice,  and  rats^  and  fuch  fmall  geer 
Hd've  been  Tom'i  food  for  fe-ven  long  year. 
Beware  my  follower.    Peace,  Smulkin,  peace,  thou  fiend  ? 

Glo.  What,  hath  your  Grace  no  better  company  ? 

Edg,  The  Prince  of  darknefs  is  a  gentleman.  Mods 
he's  caH\^,  and  Mahu.  ^ 

Glo,  Our  fiefh  and  blood,  my  Lord,  is  grown  fb  vile, 
Th;^t  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Edg,  Tom\  a-cold. 

Glo.  Go  in  with  me ;  my  duty  cannot  fuffer 
T'  obey  in  all  your  daughters  hard  commands  ; 
Th'ugh  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors, 
And  let  this  tyrann.Ais  night  take  ho'.d  upon  you. 
Yet  hav"  I  venturM  to  come  feek  you  out. 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  are  ready, 

Lear.  Firfl:  let  me  talk  with  tliis  philolbpher  j 
What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder  ? 

Kent.  My  good  Lord,  take  his  cHer,  * 
Go  into  th'  houfe. 

Lear,  Til  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Thebitn  : 

What 
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what  is  your  ftudy  ? 

Edg,  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermlp. 

Lear,  Let  us  a/k  you  one  wovd  in  private. 

Kent.  Importune  him  to  go,  my  Lord, 
His  wits  begin  t'  unfettle. 

Glo.  Canft  thou  blame  him  ?  [S^rm  fi'ill. 

His  daughters  feek  his  death  :  ah,  that  good  Kent  I 
He  faid  it  would  be  thus  ;  poor  bnnifird  man  ! 
Thou  fay'ft  the  King  grows  mad  5  I'll  tell  thee,  friend, 
I*m  almoft  mad  my  felf ;  I  had  a  ibn, 
Now  out-law'd  from  my  blood,  he  fought  my  life 
But  btely,  very  late  \  I  lov  d  him,  friend. 
No  f.ther  his  fon  dearer  :  true  to  tell  thee, 
The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.    Whst  a  night's  this ' 
1  do  befcech  your  Grace. 

hear.  O  cry  you  mercy,  Sir  i 
Noble  philofopher,  your  company, 

Edg.  Torn%  a-cold. 

Glo.  In,  fellow,  into  th'  hovel  \  keep  thee  warm, 

Lear.  Come,  let's  in  cill. 

Kent.  This  way,  my  Lord. 

Lear,  With  him  5 
I  will  keep  frill  with  my  philofopher. 

Kent.  GoodmyLord,'foothhimj  let  him  take  the  fellow  , 

Glo.  Take  him  you  on, 

Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on  5  along  with  us. 

I^ar.  Come,  good  Athtrvan. 

Glo.  No  words,  no  words,  huOi. 

Edg.  *  Child  Roivland  to  the  dark  tower  came, 
His  word  was  ftill,  fie,  foh,  and  fum, 
I  fmell  the  blood  of  a  Britip  man.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    VIU.      Glo'fter'*  Caftle, 
Enter  Cornwall  and  Baftard. 

Corn,  I  will  have  revenge,  ere  I  depart  his  hcufe. 

Bafi.  How,  my  Lord,   I  may  be  cenfur'd,  that  na- 

*  The  fables  of  fach  a  turn  as  that  from  which  thefe  lines  arc 
quotctl  being  generally  taken  from  books  of  Spanifh  Chivalry,  it  is 
probable  the  word  liood  there  Jnfame  Orlando  for  which  the  rrani- 
lator  i>norarit!y  put  Child  R«u:Und  :  whwsas  l>jf<tnie  meaiil  a  Piiftcc, 
otie  of  the  King's  {om» 

ture 


King  Lear.  145 

nature  thus  gives  way  to  loyalty  5  fomething  fears  me  to 
think  of. 

Corn.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether,  your  bro- 
ther's evil  difpofitlon  made  him  feek  his  death  :  hut  a  pro- 
voked fpirit  fet  a-work  by  a  rcprovable  badnefs  in  him. 

Baji.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  T  muft  repent 
to  bejuft!  this  is  the  letter  which  he  fpoke  of;  which 
approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advantages  of  Trance, 
Oh  heav'ns  !  that  this  treafon  were  not  j  or  not  I  tlie 
dete6tor  ! 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  Dutchefs. 

Baft.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain,  you  have 
miphty  bufinefs  m  hand. 

Corn.  True  or  falfe,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of  Glo'fter  : 
f'ick  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may  be  ready  for  our 
apnrehenfion. 

Baft.  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  King,  it  will  fluff  h:s 
fufpicion  mere  ful'y.  [AJide.']  I  will  perfevere  in  my  courfe 
of  loyalty,  though  the  confiidt  be  fore  between  that  and  my 
blood.  .     *  [Aloud. 

Corn.  I  will  lay  trufl  upon  thee  ;  and  thou  Hialt  find  a 
dearer  father  in  mv  love.  [Exeunt. 
S  C  E  N  B    IX.     A  Chamber  in  a  Farm  houje, 
Enter  Kent  and  Glo'fter. 

Glo.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air,  take  it  thankfully  3 
I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I  can  ;  I  \vill 
not  be  long  from  you.  [Exit. 

Kent.  All  the  pow'r  of  his  wits  has  giyen  way  to  his  im- 
patience :  the  Gods  reward  your  kinJinefs ! 

Enter  Lear,  Edgar,  ar.d  Fool. 

Edg.  Fraterreto  c?.]]s  me,  and  tells  me  iVi?f(j  is  an  angler 
in  the  lake  of  darknefs :  pray  innocent,  and  beware  the  foul"' 

Fool.  Pr'ythec,  nuncle,"  tell  me,  whether  a  madman  he 
a  gentleman,  or  a  yeoman  ? 
Lear.  A  King,  a  King, 

Fool.  No,  he's  a  yeoman  that  has  a  gentleman  to  hisfon  : 
for  he's  a  yeoman  tint  fees  his  fon  a  gentleman  before  him. 

Zfjr.  To  have  a  thoufand  with  red  burning  fpits 
Come  hl^zing  in  upon  *em. 
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Edg.  The  fpul  fiend  bites  my  back. 

Fool.  He's  mad  that  trufts  in  the  tamenefs  of  a  wolf,  the 
heahh  of  a  horfe,  the  love  of  a  boy,  or  the  oath  of  a  whore. 

Lear.  It  (hall  be  done,  I  will  arraign  'em  ftrait. 
Come,  fit  thou  here,  moft  learned  jufticer,   [To  the  Fool. 
Thou  fapient  Sir,  fit  here — now,  ye  /he  foxes —  [To  Edgar. 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  a 
nightingale.  Hopdance  cries  in  Tern's  belly  for  two  white 
herrings.    Croak  nor,  black  angel,  I  have  no  food  for  thee. 

Eear.  Til  fee  their  tryal,  bring  me  in  the  evidence. 
Thou  robed  man  of  juftice,  take  thy  place. 
And  thcu  his  yoke-fellow  of  equity. 
Bench  by  his  fide.    You  are  of  the  commifiTion, 
Sit  you  too.    Arraign  her  firft,  'tis  Gonerill. 

Fool.  Come  hither,  Miftrefs,  is  your  name  Gofierill  f 

I^ear.  She  can't  deny  it. 

Fool.  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  Joint-ftool. 

L''ar.  Ami  here's  another  whofe  warpt  looks  proclaim 
What  ftore  her  heart  is  made  of.    Stop  her  there. 
Arms,  .'rms,  fword,  fire,  corruption's  in  the  place: 
Falfe  jufticer,  why  haft  thou  let  her  'fcape? 

Edg.  'Blefs  thy  five  wits ! 

Kent.  Opity!  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now, 
That  you  fo  oft  have  boafted  to  retain  ? 

Edg.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much, 
They  mar  my  counterfeiting.  [.-^fi^^* 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all, 
Trayy  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart  ;  fee,  they  bark  at  me  

Edg. Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them  J  a  vaunt,  you  curs  ! 
Be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white. 
Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite  ; 
Maft>ff,  grey-houncl,,mungril  grim. 
Hound  or  fpaniel,  brache  or  lym  5 
Or  bob-tail  tike,  or  trundle-tail, 
Tom  will  make  him  weep  and  wail: 
For  with  throwing  thus  my  head. 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do,  de,  de,  de  :  Sejeyj  come,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs. 
And  market  towns  5  poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan  fee  what 

breeds 
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brped3  about  her  heart — Is  there  any  caufe  in  nature  that 
makes  thefe  hard  hearts  ?  You,  Sir,  I  entertain  for  one  of 
my  hundred  j  only  1  do  not  like  the  fafhion  of  your  gar- 
ments. You  will  fay  they  are  Perfian  j  but  let  them  be 
changed. 

Re-enter  Glo'fter. 
Kent,  Now,  good  my  Lord,  lye  here,  and  reft  a  while. 
Lear,  Make  no  noife,  make  no  noife,  draw  the  curtains : 
So,  fo,  we'll  go  to  fupper  i'th'  morning. 
Fool.  And  ril  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Clo.  C)me  hither,  friend,  where  is  the  King,  my  mafter  ? 

Kent.  Here,  Sir,  but  trouble  him  not,  his  wits  are  gone. 

Glo,  Good  friend,  I  pr*ythee,  take  him  in  thy  arms  j 
I  have  o'er-heard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him  : 
There  is  a  litter  re;idy,  lay  him  in'r, 
And  drive  toward  D  'ver,  friend,  where  thou  /halt  meet 
Both  welcome  and  protedion.    Take  up  thy  mafter. 
If  thou  ftiould'ft  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life. 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  hini. 
Stand  in  afllired  lofs.    Take  up,  take  up. 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provifion 
Give  thee  quick  conduft.  Come,  away,  away.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE  X.     Glo'fter'5  Cafile, 
Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonerill,  Baftard.  and  Servants. 

Corn,  Poft  fpeedily  to  my  Lord  your  hufband,  /hew  him 
this  letter,  the  army  of  France  is  landed  5  feek  out  th? 
traitor  Glo'Jier. 

Reg,  Hang  him  inftantly, 

Gon,  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  difpleafure.  Edmund,  keep  you 
our  fiftcr  company  ;  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to  take  up- 
on your  traiterous  father  are  not  fit  for  your  beholding, 
Advife  the  Duke,  where  you  are  going,  to  a  moft  feftinatc 
preparation  ;  we  are  bound  to  the  like.  Our  pofts  (hall  be 
fwift,  and  intelligent  betwixt  us.  Farewel,  dear  After  j 
farewel,  my  Lord  of  Glower. 

Enter  Steward, 
How  now  ?  Where's  the  King  ? 

Steiv.  My  Lord  of  Gloi'fter  hath  conveyed  him  hcncc. 
Some  five  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights^  * 
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li  >t  qucfters  after  him,  met  him  at  gate, 
\V  ho,  with  feme  other  of  the  Lord's  dependants, 
Are  gone  wi'h  him  tow'rd  Dover  j  where  they  boaft 
7''o  have  well-armed  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horfes  for  your  miflrefs. 
Gg?i.  Farewel,  fweetLord,  and  fi(\er, 

[Exeunt  Gon.  and  Baft.  _ 
C>/     Edmund,  farewel :  —  go  feek  the  traitor  Glo''Jier^ 

[To  the  Ser'vants, 
P'nion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us: 
Though  well  we  may  not  p^fs  upjn  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  jnftice  ;  yet  our  pow'r 
ShaJI  do  a  court'fie  to  our  wrath,  which  njea 
May  blame,  but  not  controul. 

S  C  E  N  E  XI. 
Enter  Glo'ller  Pri finer,  a7:d  Ser'vants* 
"WIio's  there  ?  the  traitor 
Rr'g.  Ingrateful  fox  !  'tis  he. 
Cm-n.  Bind  faft  his  coiky  arms. 

Gio.  V/hat  mean  your  Graces  ?  Good  my  friends,  confider 
Vou  are  my  gueils :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Corn,  Bind  him,  I  fay.  [Tbey  bind  him, 

Reg.  Hard,  hard:  O  filthy  traitor  I 

Olo.  Unmerciful  Lady  as  you  are  !  I'm  none. 

Corn.  To  this  chair  bind  him.  ViHain,  thou  (halt  find— 

Glo.  By  the  kind  Gods      'tis  moft  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard. 

Jlsg,  So  white,-  and  fuch  a  traitor? 

Gh,  Naughty  Lady, 
Thefe  ha^rs;  which  thou  doft  rav'-fli  from  my  chin 
V/j11  quicken  and  accufe  thee.    I'm  your  haft  5 
With  robber's  hands,  my  hofpitable  favour 
You  (hould  not  rultle  thus.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Corn.  Come,  Sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from  France? 

Reg.  Be  fimple-anfwer'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn,  And  what  ronfed'racy  have  you  with  the  traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

*  By  the  kind  GoJls  is  nor  h-re  meant  a  grncral  title  given  to  all 
the  Gods,  but  this  is  intended  as  a  particular  appeal  to  ihofe  which 
were  dillinguifti'd  by  the  name  of  ihe  Dii  bojfitales. 
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Reg,  To  vvhofe  hajids  have  you  fenl  the  lunatick  King  ? 
Speak. 

GIo,  Tve  a  letter  guciTingly  fet  c^own. 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  heart. 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 

Corn.  Cunning  • 

Reg.  And  faJfp. 

Corn.  Where  haft  thou  fent  the  King  ? 

Glo.  To  Douer^  Sir. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Do<ver  ? 
Waft  thou  not  charged,  at  peril   ■ 

Corn,  Wherefore  to  Do'ver  f  let  him  anfwer  that. 

Glo,  I  am  ty'd  to  th'  ftake,  and  I  muft  ftand  the  courfc. 

Reg,  therefore  to  Do'ver  ? 

Glo.  Becauf."  I  wowld  not  fee  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes  j  nor  thy  fierce  fifter 
In  his  anointed  ftcfh  ftick  boariHi  phangs. 
The  fea,  with  fuch  a  ftorm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  indur'd,  would  Ime  buoyM  up 
An(i  quench'd  the  ftcUar  hres : 
Yet  poor  old  heart,  he  belpM  theheav'ns  to  rain. 
If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howl'd  that  ftern  tin^e. 
Thou  ftiould*ft  have  faid,  good  porter,  turn  the  key  j 
All  cruels  clfe  iubfcribe  ;  but  I  fliall  fee 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  fuch  children. 

Corn.  See't  /Iialt  thou  no^ver.  Fellows,  hold  the  chair. 
Upon  thefc  eyes  of  ihine  I'll  fet  my  toot. 

[Glo'fter  /i  held  dcwn  *while  Cornwall  treadi  cuf 
one  of  his  eyes, 

Glo.  He  that  will  think  to  live  *t:ll  he  be  old, 
Give  mc  fome  help.— — O  cruel !  O  you  Cinds  ! 

Reg,  One  llde  will  mock  another  j  th'  other  too.  \ 

Corn,  If  you  fee  vengeance  • 

Ser.  Hold  your  hand,  my  Lord  : 
Fve  ferv'd  you  ever  lince  I  was  a  child  ; 
Bat  better  fervice  have  I  never  done  you. 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold, 

Reg.  How  now,  you  dog  ? 

Serv.  If  you  did  waar  a  beard  upon  your  chin^ 
XM  ftiake  it  on  this  quarrd.    What  do  vou  mean 
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Corn.  My  villain ! 

Serv.  Nay  then  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of  anger. 

[Fight,  in  the  fciiffie  Cornwall  is  <ivounded. 
Reg,  Give  me  thy  fword.    A  peafant  ftand  up  thus  ? 

[Kills  him, 

Serv.  Oh,,  I  am  flain — my  Lord,  you  have  one  eye  left 
To  fee  fome  mifchief  on  him.    Oh   [Dies, 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  more,  prevent  it ;  out,  vile  gelly ! 
Where  is  thy  luftre  now  ?  [Treads  cut  the  other  eye. 

Cl'j.  All  dark,  and  comfortlefs— where's  my  fon  Edmund  f 
Edmund,  enkindle  nil  the  fparks  of  nature 
To  quit  this  horrid  z€t, 

Reg,  Out,  treacherous  villain  ! 
Thou  call' ft  on  him  that  hates  thee  :  It  was  he 
That  msde  the  overture  of  thy  treafons  to  us : 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee.  > 

Glo.  O  my  follies  ! 
Then  Edgar  was  abus'd.    Kind  Gods,  forgive 
Me  that,  and  profper  him. 

Reg.  Go  thru  ft  him  out 
At  th'  gates,  and  let  him  fmell  h:<:  way  to  Dcver. 

[Ex.  with  Glo'fter. 
How  is*t,  my  Lord  ?  how  Inok  you  ? 

Ccrn,  1  hav?  receivM  a  hurt  ;  follow  me,  Lady.  

Turn  out  that  eyelefs  villain  5  throw  this  ftwe 

Upon  the  dunghill.  Regan ^  I  bleed  apace. 

Untimely  comes  this  hurt.    Give  me  your  arm.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T    IV.     S  C  E  N  E  L 

SCENE  An  open  Country, 
Enter  Edgar. 

Et^r.'TT'ET  better  thus,  and  known  to  he  c  ntemn'd, 

JL     Than  ftili  contemn'd  and  fiatter'd   To  be  xvorft^ 
(The  loweft,  moft  deje<fl:ed  thing  of  fortune) 
Stands  ftill  in  efperance,  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  heft  ; 
The  ivorji  returns  to  Jaughter.    Welcome  then. 
Thou  unfuhftnntial  air  that  I  embrace  ! 
The  wretch  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  thp  tvcrjf ^  , 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blafts. 

Enter 
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Enter  Glo'fler,  led  by  an  old  man^ 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

My  father  poorly  led  ?  World,  world,  O  world  ! 
But  that  thy  Hr?nge  mutations  make  ub  hate  thee, 
Life  would  not  yield  to  *^  age. 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  Lord,  I  have  been  your  tenant. 
And  your  father's  timant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

Glo,  Away,  get  thee  away :  good  friend,  be  gone  \ 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all. 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man,  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Clo»  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes : 
I  ftumbled  when  I  faw.    Full  oft  'tis  feen, 
Meannefs  fecui^es  us,  and  our  meer  defe6ls 
Prove  our  commodities.    O  dear  fon  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abufed  father's  wrath  j 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch, 
IM  fay  I  had  eyes  again. 

Old  Man,  How  now?  who*s  there? 

Edg.  O  Gods !  who  is't  can  fay  I'am  at  the  worft  ? 
Vm  worfe  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man.  *Tis  poor  mad  Tom, 

Edg.  And  worfe  I  may  be  yet  *.  the  w^orft  is  not, 
So  long  as  we  can  fay,  this  is  the  worft. 

Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  eoeft  > 

Glo.  Is  it  a  beggar-man  ? 

0/d  Man.  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 

Glo.  Ke  has  feme  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg. 
I*th*  lafi:  night's  ftorm  1  fuch  a  fellow  faw  5 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm.    My  fon 
Came  then  into  my  mind,  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  fcarce  friends  with  him.    I've  heard  more  fmcc. 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  th'  Gods  ) 
They  kill  us  for  their  fpc^rt. 

Edg.  How  fliould  this  be  ^ 
Bad  is  the  trade  muft  play  the  fool  to  forrow, 
Anguifliing't  felf  and  others.  'Blefs  thee,  mafter! 

•  yield  to  fignifics  no  more  than  pfe  to-if  re,  Jink  unJtr,  jn  oppo- 
filion  to  the  Jiruggling  with^  htaring  up  ag^inj}  the  ijiftriuities  of  age. 

O  a  Cb. 
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Glo,  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Man,  Ay,  my  Lord. 

Glo,  Get  thee  away  :  if  for  my  fake 
Thou  wilt  overtake  us  hence  a  mile  or  twain 
I'th'  way  tow'rd  Do'ver,  do  it  for  ancient  love  i 
And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  foul. 
Whom  rU  intreat  to  lead  me. 

0/d  Man,  Alack,  Sir,  he  is  mad. 

G/o,^T\s  the  time's  pla2i>e,when  madmen  lead  the  blin^  I 
Do  as  I  bid,  or  rather  d6  thy  pleafurej 
Above  the  reft,  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  beft  'parrel  that  I  have. 
Come  on't  what  will.  {^Exk, 
Glo.  Sirrah,  you,  naked  fellow, 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-ccld.  I  cannot  dally  further.  [Afide» 
Glo.  Come  hither,  fellow. 

Edg.  And  yet  I  muft  :  [A^de. 
*Blefs  thy  fvveet  eyes,  they  bleed, 

Gh.  Know'lt  thou  the  way  to  Dover? 

Edg,  Both  ftile  and  gate,  horfe-way  and  foot-path :  poor 
^om  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  wits.  'Blefs  thee, 
good  man,  from  the  foul  fiend.  Fiv;  fiends  have  been  in 
poor  Tcm  at  once  5  of  luft,  as  Ohidicut ;  Hobbididen,  Prince 
of  dumbnefa ;  Mahu^  gf  fiealing  ;  Mohu,  of  murder  j  F//^- 
hertigibbety  of  mopping  and  mov^ing  ;  who  fince  pofiefles 
chamber-maids  and  waiting-women. 

Gh.  Here  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  ths  heaven*s  plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  ftrokes.    That  I  am  wretched 
Makes  thee  happier  :  heavens,  deal  fo  fiill  I 
Let  the  fuperfluous,  and  luft-dieted  man, 
That  braves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
Becaufe  he  do's  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly  2 
So  diftribution  fhould  undo  excefs. 
And  each  man  have  enough.    Do' ft  thdu  know  Dover  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  mafter.  1 

Glo.  There  is  a  cliff,  v/hofe  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfulJy  on  the  confined  deep  : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it. 
And  ril  repair  the  mlfery  thou  do'ft  bear 
With  fomething  rich  about  me  :  from  that  place 
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1  lhall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  mc  thy  arm  ; 
Poor  i'om  fhall  lead  thee.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    II.      The  Duke  of  Albany*i  Palace, 
Enter  Goncrill  avd  Baftard. 

Gon.  Welcome,  my  Lord.  I  marvel  our  mild  hufband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way. 

Enter  Steward. 
Now,  where' s  your  mafter  ? 

Stew.  Madam,  within;  but  never  man  fo  chang'd  : 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed  5 
He  fmird  at  it.    1  told  him  you  were  coming. 
His  anfwer  was,  the  worfc.    Of  Glo'Jler^s  treachery 
And  of  the  loyal  fervice  of  his  fon 
When  1  informed  him,  then  he  callM  me  fot. 
And  told  me  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  fide  out. 
What  moft  he  fliould  diflike,  feems  pleafant  to  him  5 
What  like,  qffenfive. 

Gon.  Then  fliall  you  go  no  further.  [To  Edmund. 

It  is  the  cowifli  terror  of  his  fpirit 
That  dar.s  not  undertake  :  he'll  not  feel  wrongs 
Which  tie  him  to  an  anfwer  ;  that  our  wifhes 
On  th'  way  may  prove  etfecls,  hack,  to  my  brother, 
Haften  his  muilers,  and  conduct  his  powers. 
I  muil  chance  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  diflaff 
Into  my  hulbjnd's  hands.    This  trufty  fervant 
Shall  pafs  between  us :  you  ere  long  (hall  hear. 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf,. 
A  miftrefs'5  command.    Wear  this  j  [Gi'ves  him  a  ^/«^.] 

f^ar3  fpet.ch  j 
Decline  your  head,  this  kifs,  if  it  durd:  fpeak. 
Would  ftretch  thy  fp'irits  up  into  the  air : 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  w  ell. 

Baji.  Yours  in  thj  ranks  of  death, 

Gon.  My  moft  dear  Glo'fler  !  [Exit  Eaftard* 

Oh,  the  ftrange  dirTerence  of  mui,  and  man  ! 
To  thee  a  woman's  fervices  are  due. 
My  fool  ufurps  my  boly. 

i/tw.  Madam,  here  ccmos  my  Lord. 

O  3  ErJcr 
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Enter  Albany, 
Gon,  I  harve  been  worth  the  whiftle, 
Alb.  Oh  Gonerill, 
You  are  not  worth  the  dufl:  which  the  rode  wind 

Blows  in  your  face.  1  fear  your  difpofition. 

That  nature  which  contemns  its  origine. 
Cannot  be  borderM  certain  in  it  felf ; 
She  that  her  felf  will  lliver  and  dif- branch 
From  her  maternal  fap,  perforce  mufb  wither. 
And  come  to  deadly  ufe. 
Gon,  No  more,  'tis  fooli/h. 
Alb,  Wifdom  and  goodnefs  to  the  vile  feem  vile  j 
Tygers,  net  daughters,  what  have  you  performed  ? 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 
Moft  barb'rous,  moft  degenerate,  have  you  maddedv 
Cou'd  my  good  brother  futfer  you  to  do  it, 
A  man,  a  Prince  by  him  fo  benefited  ? 
If  that  the  heav'ns  do  not  their  vifjble  fpirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  the  vile  o0ences. 
Humanity  mufl-  perforce  prey  on  it  felf 
Like  monfters  of  the  deep. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  man  \ 
That  bear' ft  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  he^d  for  wrongs  ^ 
Who  hc'ft  not  in  thy  brews  an  eye  difcerning 
Thine  honour,  frcm  thy  fuftering  :  that  not  know'ft 
Fools  do  thofe  villains  pity  who  are  puni(h*d 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mifchief.    Where's  thy  drum  ? 
Trance  fpre^-ids  his  banners  in  our  noifrlefs  Inn^, 
With  plumed  helm  the  (layer  begins  his  threats  : 
Whilft  thou,  amoral  fool,  fit'ft  ftill  and  cry*ft 
Alack !  whv  does  he  fo  ? 

Alb.  -See'thy  felf,  devil  t 
Proper  deformity  feems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid  as  in  woman. 
Con,  Oh  vain  fool  ! 

Enter  a  Miffenger, 
Mef.  Oh  my  good  Lord,  the  Duke  oi  Cornwall' &  deaJ^ 
Slain  by  his  fervant,  g 'ing  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Glo  fler^ 
Ail?,  Gh^Jier^^  eyes? 

4  i^^/ 
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^^tj.  A  (ervant  that  he  bred,  thriUM  with  remorfe, 
Oppos'd  againft  the  a£l  5  bending  his  fword 
*ro  his  great  mafter:  who  thereat  enrag'd, 
Flew  on  him  ;  they  amon^^i:  them  fellM  him  dead^ 
But  not  without  that  harmful  ftroke  which  fmce 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb,  This  ihews  you  are  above. 
You  Jufticcs,  that  thefc  our  nether  crimes 
So  fpeedily  can  venge.    But  O  poor  Gld'fier  I 
Loft  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Mej\  Both,  both,  my  Lord. 
This  letter,  Madam,  craves  a  fpeedy  anfwer  5 
*Tis  from  your  lifter. 

Gon,  One  way  I  like  this  well ; 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Glo'Jlcr  with  her, 
M;iy  all  the  building  in  my  f^ncy  pluck 
Upoa  my  hateful  life.    Another  way 
The  news  is  not  fo  tart.    I'll  re^d,  and  anfwer.  [Exif, 

Alh.  Where  was  his  fon,  when  they  did  take  his  eyes  ? 

MeU  Come  with  my  Lady  hither  ? 

Aib,  He's  not  here. 

Mej,  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  met  him  back  again. 

Alb,  Knows  he  the  wickcdnefs  ? 

Mej.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  'twas  he  informed  againft  him, 
And  quit  the  houfe  of  purpofe,  that  their  punifliment 
IVlkht  have  the  freer  courie. 

Alb.  Glo'flcf,  I  live 
To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  fhew'dft  the  King, 
And  to  revenu'j  thine  eyes.    Come  hither,  friend, 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know^ft.  \^Ex€unt. 
SCENE    HL  Dover. 
Enter  Kent  and  a  Gentleman. 

Kfnt,  The  King  of  France  fo  fuddenly  gone  back  ! 
Kn  ^vv  you  the  rea lb n  ? 

Gett.  Sfmething  he  left  impeife^l  in  the  ftate, 

hich  ftnce  his  corning  forth  is  thought  of,  which 
Imports  the  kijigdojQ  fo  much  fear  and  danger, 
That  hir.  return  w.',s  mcft  requirM  and  n-'ccftary. 

Kent,  Who  h-Ath  he  left  behind  him  General  ? 

Cifit,  The  Mardchai  of  France^  Moiilkur  k  F.:r. 

Ktnt, 
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Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  Queen  to  any  demon- 
ftratlon  of  grief  ? 

Gent.  I,  Sir,  (he  took  'em,  read  'em  in  my  prefence, 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trillM  down 
Her  delicate  cheek:  it  feem'd  fhe  was  a  Queen 
Over  her  paflion,  which  moft  rebel-like 
Sought  to  be  King  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O,  thenitmovM  her. 

Gent,  But  not  to  rage.    Patience  and  forrow  ftrove 
Which  fhould  exprefs  her  goodlieft  5  you  have  feen 
Sun-fhine  and  rain  at  once.    Thofe  happy  fmiJes 
That  phy'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  fee.m'd  not  to  know 
What  guefts  were  in  her  eyes,  which  parted  thence. 

As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropt  in  brief. 

Sorrow  would  be  a  rarity  moft  belovM, 
If  all  could  fo  become  it. 

Kent.  Made  fhe  no  verbal  quefls  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  once  or  twice  flic:  heavM  the  name  of  Father 
Pantingly  forth,  as  if  it  preft  her  heart. 
CryM,  fifters!  fifters!  what?  i'th'  ftorm  of  night? 
Let  Pity  ne'er  believe  it!  there  /he  fhook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heavenly  eyes. 
And  then  retir'd,  to  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent.  The  ftars  alcove  us  govern  our  conditions  \ 
Elle  one  felf-mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  dlff'rent  iflfues.    Spoke  you  with  her  fmce  ? 

Gfnt.  No. 

Kent.  Was  this  b^^fore  the  King  returned  ? 
Gent.  No,  fincc. 

Kent,  The  poor  dlftrefied  Lear  is  in  town, 
Vv^ho  fometimes  in  his  better  tuae  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  fee  his  daughter. 

Gent,  Why,  good  Sir  ? 

Kent,  A  fov* reign  fliame  fo  bows  him  :  his  unkindnefs. 
That  ftript  her  from  his  bcnedj<n:ion,  turned  her 
To  foreign  cafualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters  j  thcfe  things  fting  him 
So  venomoufly,  that  burning  (hame  detains  him 
From  his  Cordelia, 

Cent 
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Vent.  Alack  poor  gentleman ! 

Kent.  Of  Albany  ^  and  Cd-ntuaW s  pow  ers  you  heard  not 

Cent.  'Tis  fo,  they  are  a-lbot. 

Kent.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  bring  you  to  our  mafler  X,f  jr^ 
And  leave  you  to  attend  him.    Some  dear  caufe 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  a  while  : 
When  I  am  known  aright,  you  lhall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.    Pray,  along  with  me. 

[Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    IV.      A  Camp. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Phyfician  and  Soldiers, 

Cor,  Alack,  *tis  he  5  why,  he  was  met  tven  now 
As  mad  as  the  vext  fea^  finging  aloud, 
Crown'd  with  rank  fum.tory,  and  furrow- weeds. 
With  burdocks,  hemicck,  nettles,  cuckow-flowers. 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  th:;t  ow 
In  our  fuftaining  corn.     S^^nd  forth  a  otnt'ry. 
Search  emy  acre  in  the  high  grown  field. 
And  bring  him  to  our  eye.    What  can  man's  wifdom 
In  th^  reftcring  liis  bere  ived  fenfe  ? 
He  that  heips  him,  tske  al!  my  outward  worth. 

There  are  means,  Ma.u?.m  ? 
Oui  fofter  TiUrfe  of  nature  is  repofe, 
The  wh'ch  he  laclfs  5  that  to  provoke  in  him. 
Are  many  fimples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  cleft-  the  eye  of  anguifh. 

Cor.  All  blc/>  fecrctSj 
Ail  you  unpubiifhVi  virtues  of  the  earth. 
Spring  with  iry  t-e;^rs  5  be  aidant,  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  diiirel's  !  feek,  feek  for  him;, 
Left  his  unguvern'd  rage  diilblve  the  life 
That  wants  the  me:»r.s  to  lead  it. 

Enter  a  Mejfetiger. 

Mef.  News,  Madam: 
The  Britijh  '  .w'rs  are  marching  hi  herward. 

Cor.  'Tis  krown  before.    Our  preparation  (lands 
In  expe£lation  ol  them.    O  dear  father, 
It  is  thy  bufmels  that  I  g<^  about  : 
Therefore  great  France  my  impoit.int  tears  hath  pItieJ. 
No  blown  ambitioii  doth  cur  arms  incite. 
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But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right : 
Soon  may  I  hear,  and  fee  him  \  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    V,     Regan'x  Palace, 
Enter  Regan  and  Steiuard. 

Reg,  But  are  my  brother*s  powers  fet  forth  ? 

Stew.  Ay,  Madam. 

Reg.  Himfelf  in  perfon  there  ? 

Stew.  With  much  ado. 
Your  fifter  is  the  better  foldier. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  fpake  not  with  your  Lady  at  hqme  ? 

Stew.  No,  Madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  fifter's  letter  to  him  ? 

Stew.  I  know  not,  Lady. 

Reg,  Faith,  he  is  pofted  hence  on  ferious  matter. 
It  was  great  ign'rance,  Glo*fter''s  eyes  being  out. 
To  let  him  live  5  where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  hearts  againft  us  :  Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone. 
In  pitjf  of  his  mifery,  to  difpatch 
His  nighted  life  :  inoreovcr, "  to  defcry 
The  ftrcngth  o*th*enemy. 

Stew.  I  muft  needs  after  him.  Madam,  with  my  letter. 

Reg.  Our  troops  fet  forth  to-morrow  ;  ftay  with  us : 
The  ways  are  dangerpus. 

Stew.  I  may  not,  Madam  ; 
My  Lady  charged  my  duty  in  this  bufinefs. 

Reg.  Why  fhould  fhe  write  to  Edmund  ?  might  not  yo^ 
Tranfport  her  purpofes  by  word  of  mouth  ? 
Something — I  know  not  what— I'll  love  thee  much 
Let  me  unfeal  the  letter. 

Steiv.  Madam,  I  had  rather  • 

Reg,  I  know  your  Lady  do's  not  love  her  hufband, 
I'm  fure  of  that  5  and  at  her  late  being  here 
She  gave  Grange  oeiliads,  and  moft  fpeaking  looks 
To  nobis  Edmund.    I  know  you're  of  her  bofom. 

Stew.  I,  Madam  ? 

Reg.  1  fpeak  in  underftanding  t  you  are  5  I  know'tj 
Therefore  I  do  advife  you  take  this  note. 
My  Lord  is  dead  ;  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd. 
And  j^tiore  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand 
Than  for  your  Lady's  :  you  may  gather  more : 
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If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you,  give  him  this  ; 
And  when  your  Miftrefs  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray,  defire  her  call  her  wifiiom  to  her. 
If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off*. 

Steiv.  Would  I  could  meet  him.  Madam,  I  /hould  /hew 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Reg.  Fare  thee  well.  [Exeunt. 
SCENE    VI.      The  Country  near  Dover. 
Enter  Glo'fter,  and  Edgar  at  a  Peasant, 

GIo.  When  fliall  I  come  to  th'  top  of  that  fame  hill  ? 

Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.    Look  how  we  labour. 

GIo,  Methinks  the  ground  is  even, 

Edg.  Horrible  fteep. 
Hark,  do  you  hear  the  fea  ? 

Glo.  No  truly,  not. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  fenfes  grow  imperfect 
By  ycur  eyes  anguifli. 

Glo.  So  may  it  be  indeed, 
Methinks  thy  voice  is  alter'd,  and  thou  fpeakft 
In  better  phrafe  and  matter  than  thou  didft. 

Edg.  You're  much  deceived:  in  nothing  am  I  changed 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo.  Sure  you're  better  fpoken, 

JE^^^.  Come  on,  Sir,  here's  the  place — Hand  ftill.  How 
And  dizzy  *tis,  to  caft  one's  eyes  fo  low  !  [fearful 
The  crows  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air, 
Sliew  fcaicc  To  grofs  as  beetles.    Half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  famphirc  ^  dreadful  tmde  ! 
Methinks  he  feems  no  bigger  than  his  head. 
The  fi/her-men  that  walk  upon  the  beach 
Appear  like  mice  j  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Djminifh'd  to  her  cock  ;  her  cock,  a  bnoy 
Alinoft  too  fmall  for  iight.    The  murmuring  furge, 
That  on  th'  unnumbred  idle  pebbles  chan-s, 
Cannot  be  heard  lb  high.    I'll  look  no  more. 
Left  my  brain  turn  and  the  deficient  hght 
Topple  down  headlong, 

(Glo*  Set  mc  where  you  Hand. 

Edg,  Give  me  your  hand  ;  you're  now  within  a  foot 
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Of  th'  extream  verge :  for  all  bclov/  the  mD:n 
Would  not  I  leap  outright, 

G!o,  Let  go  my  hand  : 
Here,  friend,  's  another  purfe,  in  it  a  Jewel 
Well  v/orth  a  poor  man's  taking.    Fairies  and  Gods; 
Profper  it  with  thee  !  Go  thou  further  olf, 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg,  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  Sir !        [Seems  ts  go, 

Glo,  With  all  my  heart, 

Edg.  Why  I  do  trifle  thus  with  his  dcTpair, 
Is  done  to  cure  it, 

Glo»  O  you  mighty  Gods  ! 
This  world  I  do  renounce,  and  in  your  fights 
Shake  p:.ticntly  my  great  afHi£licn  off : 
If  I  couKl  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppofelcfs  wills, 
My  fnuff  and  loathed  uart  of  natqre  /hould 
Burnitfelf  out.    M  Edgar  Wvt,  Chiefs  him! 
Now,  fellow,  fare  thee  well !      [i^  leaps  and  fall  along^ 

Edg.  Good  Sir,  farewel  ! 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  i^ob 
The  treafury  of  life,  when  life  it  felf 
Yields  to  the  theft.    Had  he  been  where  he  thought. 
By  this  had  thought  been  paft. — Alive  or  dead  ? 
Hoa,  you.  Sir!  friend!  hear  you.  Sir?  fpeak  I 
Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed  —  yet  he  revives. 
What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Glo,  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

Edg.  Had'ft  thou  been  ought  but  Gofs'mer,  feathers^  aif;> 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating, 
Thou'dft  iliiver'd  like  an  egg  :  but  thou  dpft  breathe. 
Haft  heavy  fubftance,  bleed' ft  not  ;  fpeak,  art  found  ? 
Ten  malls  attacht  make  not  the  altitude 
Which  thou  haft  perpendicularly  fallen. 
Thy  life's  a  miracle.    Speak  yet  again, 

Glo,  But  have  I  fall'n,  or  no  > 

Edg,  From  the  dread  fummit  of  this  chalky  borne  I 
Look  up  A  height,  the  {hrill-gorg'd  Lark  fo  far 
Cannot  be  feen  or  heard  :  do  but  look  up. 

Ch*  Aia<Jc,  I  have  no  eyes. 
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Is  wretchednefs  deprived  that  benefit 
To  end  it  felf  by  death  ?  'twas  yet  fome  comfort, 
When  mifery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage. 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will, 

Edg,  Give  me  your  arm. 

Up,  lo  how  is't?  feel  you  your  legs  ?  ycu  (land, 

'Glo.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg,  This  is  above  all  ftrangenefs. 
Upon  the  crown  o*th'  cliff,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

GIq.  a  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  As  I  flood  here  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  moons ;  he  had  a  thoufand  nofes, 
Horns  whelk'd  and  wavM  like  the  enrldgcd  fea  : 
It  was  fome  fiend.    Therefore,  thou  happy  father, 
Think  that  thecleareft  Gods,  who  make  them  honours 
Of  men's  impofTibilities,  have  preferv'd  thee. 

Glo,  I  do  remember  noy/  :  henceforth  I'll  bear 
AfHidlion,  'till  it  do  cry  out  it  felf. 
Enough^  enm4gh,  and  die.    That  thing  you  fpcak  uf, 
J  tcok  it  for  a  man  ;  often  'twould  fay 
The  fiend,  the  fiend  he  led  me  to  that  place. 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 
SCENE    Vil.  EnterUzXydreJimadlyivithfioivcn. 
£ut  who  comes  here  ? 
The  faftr  fenfc  would  ne'er  accommodate 
"kih  maftcr  thus. 

Lear,  No,  they  cannot  tc.uch  me  for  coyning.  1  am  the 
King  himfelf. 

Edg.  O  thou  fi  'e- piercing  fight  ! 

Lea)'.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  refpe£l.  TViere's  your 
preh  mony.  That  fellovv  handles  his  bow  l.ke  a  ciow- 
keeper  :  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard.    Lock,  kx  k,  a  moulc  ! 

Peace,  peace,  this  piece  of  toafted  checfe  will  do't  • 

there's  my  gauntlet,  I'll  prove  it  on  a  g-ant.    Brirg  up  the 
Krdwn  bil       O,  well  flown,  barb  !  i'th' clout,  i'th'clout 
hcwgh.    Giv^;  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  marjoram. 

Leaf.  Pais. 

Cr'/j.  I  kne  w  thar  vo'.ce. 
Tot.  IV.  ,P  f'.-'* 
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"Lear.  Ha!  Gonerill !  hah,  Regan!  they  fiattcrM 
like  a  dog,  and  told  me  I  had  white  hairs  in  my  beard,  ere 
the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay  ay,  and  no,  to  every 
thing  that  I  faid— Ay  and  no  too,  was  no  good  divinity, 
"When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me  once,  and  wind  to  make 
me  chatter  ;  when  the  thunder  would  not  peace  at  my 
bidding,  there  1  found  'em,  there  I  fmelt  *em  out.  Go 
to,  they  are  not  men  o*  their  words  j  they  told  me  I  was 
every  thing  :  'tis  a  lie,  I  am  not  ague- proof, 

GIo*  The  trick  of  that  voice  I  do  well  remember  :  is't 
not  the  King  ? 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  King. 
When  I  do  ftare,  fee  how  the  fubjc£l  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life.  What  was  thy  caufe? 
Adultery  ?  thou  /halt  not  die  j  die  for  adultery?  no,  the 
wren  goes  to't,  and  the  fmall  gilded  flie  docs  ietcher  in  my 
iight.  Let  copulation  thrive :  for  Gld'fter^  baftard  fon  was 
kinder  to  his  father,  than  my  daughters  got  'tween  the 
lawful  fheets.  To't,  luxury,  pell-melJ ;  for  I  Jack  Ibl- 
diers.  Behold  yon  fimpering  dame,  whofe  face  'tween  her 
forks  prefages  fnow  ;  that  minces  virtue,  and  does  fliakc 
the  head  to  hear  of  pleafure's  name.  The  fitchew,  nor 
the  foyled  horfe  goes  to't  with  a  more  riotous  appetite  2 
down  from  the  wafte  they  are  centaurs,  though  women  all 
above ;  but  to  the  girdle  do  the  Gods  inherit,  beneath  is  all 
the  fiends.  There's  hell,  there's  darknefs,  there  is  the 
fulphurous  pit,  burning,  fcalding,  ftench,  confumption  :  fie, 
fie,  fie  5  pah,  pah  j  give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apo- 
thecary, to  fweeten  my  imagination !  there's  mony  for  thee. 

Glo,  O,  let  me  kifs  that  hand. 

hear.  Let  ms  wipe  it  firft,  it  fmells  of  mortality. 

Glo.  O  ruia'd  piece  of  nature !  this  great  world 
Shall  fo  wear  out  to  nought.    Do'ft  thou  know  me  ? 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough :  doft  thou 
fquint  at  me  ?  no,  do  thy  worft,  blind  Cupid,  I'll  not  love* 
Kcad  thou  this  challenge,  mark  but  the  penning  of  it. 

Glo.  Were  all  the  letters  funs,  I  could  not  fee  one, 

Edg,  I  would  not  take  this  from  report  j  \^AJidem 
\t  is,  and  my  hearts  breaks  at  it. 

J^car^  Read. 
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Glo.  What,  with  this  cafe  of  eyes  ? 

Lear,  Oh  ho,  are  you  there  with  me  ?  no  eyes  in  your 
head,  nor  mony  in  your  purfe  ?  your  eyes  are  in  heavy 
cafe,  your  purfe  in  a  light,  yet  you  fee  how  this  world  goes. 

Glo,  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear,  What,  art  mad  ?  a  man  may  fee  how  this  world 
goes  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears  :  fee  how  yond 
Juftice  rails  upon  yond  fimple  thief.  Hark  in  thine  ear  ? 
change  places,  and  handy-dandy,  which  is  the  Juftice,  which 
is  the  thief  ?  thou  haft  feen  a  farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar, 

Glo,  Ay,  Sir. 

Lear,  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur:  there  thou 
might^ft  behold  the  great  image  of  authority ;  a  dog*a  obcy'd 
in  office. 

Thou  rafcal  bedel,  hold  thy  bloody  hand  : 

Why  doft  thou  la/h  that  whore?  ft  rip  thy  own  back. 

Thou  hotly  luft'ft  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind. 

For  which  thouwhipp'ft  her.  Th'ufurer  hangs  the  cozener* 

Through  tatter'd  cloaths  fmall  vices  do  appear  j 

Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.    Plate  fins  with  gold. 

And  the  ftrong  lance  of  juftice  hurtlefs  breaks  : 

Arm  it  in  rag",  a  pigmy*s  ftraw  doth  pierce  it. 

None  does  offend,  I  fay,  none,  TJl  abfolve  'em  ; 

Take  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  pow*r 

To  fcal  th'  accufer^s  lips.    Get  thee  glafs  eyes. 

And,  like  a  fcurvy  politician,  feem 

To  fee  the  things  thou  do'ft  not. 

Now,now,now,now.  Pull  off  my  boots:  harder,  harder,  (o, 

Edg,  O  matter  and  impertinency  mixt, 
Keafon  in  madnefs  ! 

Lear,  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Gloi'fier ; 
Thou  muft  be  p.  ticnt ;  we  came  crying  hither  : 
Thou  know'ft,  the  firft  time  that  we  fmell  the  air 
Wewawle  and  cry.    I  will  preach  to  thee:  mark— — 

Glo.  Alack,  alack  the  day  ! 

Lear,  When  we  are  born,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 
To  this  great  ftage  of  fools — This  a  good  block  ! 
It  were  a  delicate  ftratagem  to  ftioe 
A  troop  of  horfe  with  FeJt  j  Til  put in  proof  j 

P  2  And 
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And  when  I've  ftorn  upon  thefe  fons-in-law. 

Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

SCENE  VIII.    Enter  a  Gentleman,  with  Attendants* 

Gent,  O,  here  he  is,  lay  hand  upon  him  ;  Sir, 
Your  moft  dear  daughter  

Lear.  No  refcue  ?  what,  a  prifoner  ?  I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.    Ufe  me  well. 
You  (hall  have  ranfom.    Let  me  have  furgeons, 
I  am  cut  to  th'  brains. 

Gent,  You  fliall  have  any  thing, 

Lear.  No  feconds  ?  all  my  felf  ? 
Why,  this  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  fait  ; 
To  ufe  his  eyes  for  garden- water-pots, 
And  laying  autumn's  dufl:.    I  will  die  bravely. 
Like  a  fmug  bridegroom.    What  ?  I  will  be  jovial : 
Come,  come,  I  am  a  King.    My  Mafters,  know  you  that  ? 

Gent.  You  arc  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in^t.  Come,  an  you  get  it. 
You  fhall  get  it  by  running  :  fa,  fa,  fa,  fa.  [£*/V. 

Cent.  A  fight  moft  pitiful  in  the  meaneft  wretch, 
Paft  fpeaking  of  in  a  King,    Thou  haft  a  daughter 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curfe 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to, 

Edg.  Hail,  gentle  Sir, 

Gent.  Sir,  fpeed  you :  what's  your  will  ? 

Edg.  Do  you  hear  ought,  Sir,  of  a  battel  toward  ? 

Gent.  Moft  fure,  and  vulgar  :  every  one  hears  that. 
Which  can  diftinguifti  found. 

Edg.  But  by  your  favour. 
How  near's  the  other  army  ? 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot :  the  main  defcry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg.  I  thank  you.  Sir, 

Gent.  Though  that  the  Queen  on  fpecial  caufe  is  here. 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on.  ^Exu, 

Glo.  You  ever  gentle  Gods,  take  my  breath  from  me  9 
Let  not  my  wcrfer  fp'rit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  pleafe  ! 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  father. 

Gio*  Now,  good  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 
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Edg*  A.  moft  poor  man,  made  tame  to  fortiuie'fi  biow«» 
Who  by  the  art  of  knov.  ing  and  feeling  forrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.    Give  me  your  hand, 
I'iJ  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks  ; 
The  bounty  and  the  b2nizon  of  heav'n 
To  boot  ! 

SCENE  IX.     Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  A  proclaimed  prize  !  this  is  nnofl:  }*ppy ! 
That  eyelefs  head  of  thine  was  firft  fram'd  fleih 
To  raife  my  fortunes.    Old  unhappy  traitor. 
Briefly  thy  felf  remember  :  the  fword  is  cut 
That  muft  deftroy  thee. 

Glo.  Let  thy  friendly  hand 
Put  ftrength  enough  to  it. 

Stew.  Wherefore,  bold  peafmf, 
Dir'ft  thou  fupport  a  publi/hM  traitor  ?  hence. 
Left  that  th'infe£lion  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.    Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg,  Chill  not  let  go,  Zir,  without  vurther  *calion. 

Stew,  Let  go,  flave,  or  thou  dy*ft. 

Edg,  Good  gentleman,  go  yonr  gate,  and  let  poor  voJk 
pafs  :  an  *chud  ha'  been  zwagger'd  out  of  my  lifr,  'twould 
not  ha'  been  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight.  Nay,  come 
not  near  th'  old  man :  keep  out,  che  vor'ye,  or,  ice  try 
whether  your  coftard  or  my  bat  be  the  harder ;  chili  be 
plain  with  you. 

Stew,  Out,  dunghill ! 

Edg,  Chill  pick  your  teeth,  Zir:  come,  no  matter  vor 
your  foyns.  [Edgar  knocks  him  down. 

Stew.  Slave,  thou  haft  flain  me  :  villain,  take  my  purfe  j 
If  ever  th  iu  wilt  thrive,  bury  n^y  body, 
And  give  the  letters  which  thou  find'ft  about  me 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Glo'Jier,  feek  him  out 
On  th'  Engl'ifh  party.    Oh  untimely  death.   [-D/Vft 

Ed^,  I  know  thee  well,  a  ferviceable  villain  ; 
As  duteous  to  tlitr  vices  of  thy  Miftief*, 
As  badnrfs  would  rieHre. 

Co.  What,  is  he  dead 

Etlg.  Sit  youi  down,  lalhcr  •.  reft  y^u. 
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Let's  lee  thefe  pockets ;  the  letters  that  he  fpeaks  of 
May  be  my  friends  :  he's  dead  j  I'm  only  forry 
He  had  no  other  deathfman.    Let  us  fee 

By  yoor  leave,  gentle  wax  and  manners  blame  us  not: 

To  know  our  enemies  minds  we  rip  their  hearts. 
Their  papers  are  more  lawful. 

Reads  the  Letter, 

Let  our  reciprocal  vows  be  remembred.  You  have  many 
opportunities  to  cut  him  off :  if  your  ivillivant  not,  time 
and  place  nvili  be  fruitfully  offer  d,  There  is  nothing  done 
if  he  return  the  conqueror,  Then  am  I  the  prifoner,  and 
his  bsd  my  goal ;  from  the  loathed  warmth  ivhereof  deliver 
me,  and  f^pply  the  place  for  your  labour. 

Tour  (ivifcy  fo  I  luculd  fay )  affeSlionate 
Servant f  Gonerill. 
Oh  undiftingu;fli*d  fpace  of  woman's  will  !  * 
A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  hufband's  life. 
And  the  exchange  my  brother.    Here,  i*  th'  fands 
Thee  I'll  rake  up,  the  poft  unfand^ified 
Of  murth'rous  letchers :  and  in  mature  time, 
"With  this  ungracious  paper  ftrike  the  fight 
Of  the  death-praftisM  Duke  :  for  him  *tis  well. 
That  of  thy  death  and  bufmefs  I  can  tell. 

Glo.  The  King  is  mad;  how  fliffis  my  vile  fenfe. 
That  I  f^and  up,  and  h^ve  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  f)rr.  ws  !  better  I  were  diftratl, 
So  fliould  my  thoughts  be  fever*d  from  my  griefs, 

[Drum  afar  off. 

And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lofe 
The  knowledge  of  themfelves. 

Edg,  Give  me  your  hand  : 
Far  off  methinks  I  hear  the  beaten  dram. 
Come,  father,  I'll  beftow  you  with  a  friend.       [Exeunt^  ' 
S  C  E  N  E  X.       A  Chamber. 
Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  Phyfician, 
Cor.  O  thnu  good  Kent^  how  fhall  I  live  and  work 
To  match  thy  goodnefs  ?  life  will  be  too  Ihort, 

*  Meaning,  that  th?  variations  in  it  are  fo  fudden>  and  th'-;ir 
liking  and  ioarhir.g  foilow  io  quick  npoa  each  other,  thatlheie  is 
lie  Uil^inguiihablc  ipact;  bciween  them. 

And 
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And  evVy  mcafure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowlcdgM,  Madam,  is  overpaid  j 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modeft  truth. 
Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor,  Be  better  fuited  ; 
Thefe  weeds  are  memories  of  thofe  worfer  h«urs ; 
I  pr'ythee,  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon,  dear  Madam, 
Yet  to  be  known  fhortens  my  made  intent ; 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not, 
'Till  time  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be  it  fo, 
My  Lord. — How  docs  the  King  ?         [To  the  Pbyfician^ 

Pfjyf'  Madam,  fleeps  Hill. 

Cor.  O  you  kind  Gods  ! 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abu'ed  nature, 
Th'  untun'd  and  jarring  fenfes  O  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father  ! 

Phyf.  Pleafe  your  Majefty, 
That  we  may  wake  the  King  ?  he  hath  flept  long. 

Cor.  Be  governed  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I'th'fway  of  your  own  vyiH :  is  he  array 'd  ? 

Enter  Lear  in  a  chair ^  carried  by  Ser'vants. 

Phyf,  Ay,  Madam  ;  in  the  heavinefs  of  fleep. 
We  put  frcfh  garments  on  him. 
Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him  j 
1  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  O  my  dear  father !  Rtftauration  hang 
Her  medicine  on  my  lips,  and  let  thiskifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms,  that  my  two  fillers 
Have  in  thy  reverence  m;3de  ! 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  Prince fs  I 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  father,  thefe  white  flakea 
Did  challenge  pity  of  them.    Was  this  fice 
To  be  exp;  s'd  againft  the  warring  winds  ? 
Mine  enemy's  dog,  though  he  had  bit  me,  ihou'd 
Have  ftood  that  night  agiinft  my  fire  :  and  waft 
Thou  fain,  poor  father,  to  hovel  thee  with  fwine 
And  rogues  forlorn,  in  fhort  and  mufty  ftraw  ? 
Alack;  'lis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits, 
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At  oncp,  had  not  concluded  all.    He  wakes> 
Speak  to  him. 

Fhyf.  Madam,  do  you  fpeak,  'tis  fitteft. 

Cor.  How  d  .es  my  royal  Lord  ?  how  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

Lear,  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o*th'  grave  j 
Thou  art  a  foul  in  blifs,  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor,  Sir,  do  you  know  mt  ? 

Lear.  Ycu  are  a  fpirit  I  know,  when  did  you  die  ? 

Cor,  Still,  flill,  far  wide  

Phyf.  He's  fcarce  awake,  let  him  alone  a  while. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ?  where  am  I  ?  fair  day-light  ? 
I'm  much  abus'd  ;  I  ihowld  ev'n  die  wifth  pity 
To  fee  another  thus.    I  know  not  what  5 
I  will  not  fwe.ir  thefe  are  my  hands :  let's  fee, 
}  kel  this  pin  prick ;  would  I  were  afTur'd 
Of  my  conniuon. 

Cor.  O  look  on  me,  Sir, 
And  hold  your  hand  in  benediction  o**er  me# 
No,  Sir,  you  mull  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me  ; 
I  am  a  very  foolifli  fond  old  man, 
Fourfcorce  and  upward,  and  to  dea^  plainly  with  you, 
I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfe<^l:  mind. 
Merhinks  I  ihould  know  you,  and  know  this  man. 
Yet  I  am  doubtful :  f©r  I'm  mainly  ignorant 
What  p'ace  this  is,  and  all  the  fkill  I  have 
Remembers  nor  th^fe  garments  5  nay,  1  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodj^e  laft  night.    Do  not  laugh  at  me. 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  tins  Lady 
To  be  my  child  CorMia. 

Cor.  And  fa  I  am  ;  I  am  

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?  yes,  'faith I  pray  you^weep  not. 
If  you  have  poifon  for  me,  I  will  drink  it  5 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me  ;  for  your  fifters 
Have,  as  I  do  remeniber,  done  me  wrong. 
You  have  fome  caufe,  they  have  ncne. 

Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe, 

Lear,  Am  I  in  FrauQc  f 
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Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom,  Sir; 
Lear,  Do  not  abufe  me. 

Fhyf,  Be  comforted,  good  Madam  ;  the  great  rage 
You  fee  is  cur'd  :  defire  him  to  go  in. 
And  trouble  him  no  more  'till  further  fettling. 

Cor,  Wiirt  pleafe  your  Highnefs  walk  ? 

Lear,  You  muft  bear  with  me  ; 
Pray  you  now,  forget  and  forgive, 

I  am  old  and  fbolifh.  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T   V.     $  C  E  N  E  I. 
SCENE    A  Camp, 
"Enter  Baftard,  Regan,  Gentlemen^  and  Soldiers, 
BajirWT^  liOW  of  the  Duke  if  his  laft  purpofe  hold. 

Or  whether  fince  he  is  advis'd  by  ought 
To  change  the  courfe  ?  he*s  fall  of  alteration, 
And  felf- rep  roving  :  bring  his  conftant  pleafure, 
Reg.  Our  filler's  man  is  certainly  mifcarry'd. 
Baji,  'Tis  to  be  doubted.  Madam. 
Reg.  Now,  fweet  Lord, 
You  know  the  goodncfs  I  intend  upon  you: 
Tell  me  but  truly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth, 
Po  you  not  love  my  fifter  ? 
JBafi,  In  honoured  love. 

Reg,  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
To  the  fore-fended  place  ? 

Baft.  No,  by  mine  honour. 

Reg.  I  never  ihall  endure  her  ;  dear  my  Lord, 
Be  not  familiar  with  her. 

Raft,  Fear  not  ;  (he  and  the  Duke  her  hufhand   

£;;r^:r  Albany,  Gonerill,  apd  Soldien. 

A^b.  Our  very  loving  fifter,  well  be  met : 
Sir,  this  I  heard,  the  King  is  come  to  his  daughter 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  ftate 
Forc'd  to  cry  out.    Where  I  could  not  be  honeft 
I  never  yet  was  valiants  for  this  bufmcfs, 
It  toucheth  v/s  as  France  invades  our  land, 
Not  holds  to  th*King,  with  others,  whom  1  fear 
Moft  juft  and  heavy  caufes  make  oppofe. 
Reg,  Why  is  this  reafon'd  ^ 
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Con.  Combine  together  "gainft  the  enemy  : 
For  thefe  domeftick  and  particular  broils 
Are  not  the  quefiion  here. 

Alb.  Let's  then  determine  with  th'  Ancients  of  vrss 
On  our  proceeding. 

Reg,  Sifter,  you'll  go  with  us  ? 

Gon,  No. 

''Reg.  It  is  moft  convenient,  pray  go  with  us. 

Gon,  Oh  ho,  I  know  the  riddle,  I  will  go.  [AfideA  fEx£^ 
SCENE  II. 
Manet  Albany.    Enter  Edgar  difguii'd. 

Edg.  if  e'er  your  Grace  had  fpeech  with  man  fo  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 

Alh,  I'll  overtake  you  :  fpeak. 

Edg,  Before  you  fight  the  battel,  opc  this  letter* 
If  you  have  viCtVy,  let  the  trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretchca  chough  I  feem, 
I  can  produce  a  chsmpion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avv^uched  there.    If  you  mifcarry. 
Your  bufineTi;  of  the  world  hath  fo  an  end. 
And  machinalioj  ce:.fes.    Fortune  love  you  ! 

Alb,  Stay  *tili  I've  re?i  the  letter. 

Edg..  I  was  forbid  it. 
When  time  /hall  ferve,  let  but  the  herald  cry. 
And  ril  appear  again.  [Exit, 

Alb,  Why,  fare  thee  well ;  I  will  overlook  thy  paper. 
Enter  Baftard. 

Bafi.  The  enemy's  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers. 
Hard  is  theguefs  of  their  true  ftrength  and  forces. 
By  diligent  difcovery  j  but  your  halle 
Js  now  urgM  on  you. 

Alb,  We  will  greet  the  time.  ]^E»it, 
SCENE'  IIL 

Bafi.  To  both  thafe  fifters  have  I  fworn  xny  love: 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  ftung 
Are  of  the  adder.    Which  of  them  fhall  I  take  ? 
Both  ?  one  ?  or  neither  ?  neither  can  be  enjoy'd. 
If  both  remain  alive :  to  take  the  widow, 
Exafperates,  makes  mad  her  lifter  Gonerill, 
And  hardly  ihail  I  carry  out  my  fide. 
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Her  hufband  being  alive.    Now  then,  we*ll  ufe 

His  coancenance  for  the  battel  j  which  being  done^ 

Le^  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him  devife 

Hip  fpeedy  taking  off.    As  for  the  mercy 

"Which  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia, 

The  battel  done,  and  -4hey  within  our  power^ 

They  /hall  ne*er  fee  his  pardon  :  for  my  ftate 

Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  [Exi\ 

S  C  E  N  E    IV.  FUU. 
Jilarum  ivithm.    Enter  ivith  drum  andcohurs^  Lear,  Cor- 
delia, and  Soldiers  over  the  ftage,  and  exeunt. 

Enter  Edgar  and  Glo'fter.  ^ 
Edg.  Here,  father,  take  the  iTiadow  of  this  tree 
Tor  your  good  hoft  j  pray  that  the  right  may  tha-ive  : 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort. 

Glo,  Grace  be  with  you.  Sir  \  [Exit.  Edgar. 

[Alarum  and  retreat  tvithin. 
Re-enter  Edgar. 
EJg,  Away,  old  man,  give  me  thy  hand,  away  ; 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  daughter  ta*en. 
Give  me  thy  hand.    Come  on. 

Glo.  No  fiirther.  Sir;  a  man  may  rot  ev^n  here. 
Edr.  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?  men  muft  endure 
Their  going  hence,  cvn  as  their  coming  hither : 
Ripcnefs  is  all  5  come  on. 

Glo,  And  that's  true  too.  [Exeunt, 
S  C  E  N  E    V.     -^4  Camp. 
Enter  Baftard  j  Lear  and  Cordelia  as  prifoners  ;  Soldiers  ., 
Captain. 

Bafi.  Some  officers  take  them  away  ;  good  guard. 
Until  their  greater  pleafures  firft  be  known 
That  arc  to  cenfurc  them. 

Cor.  We're  not  the  firft, 
Who  with  beft  meaning  have  incurred  the  worft  : 
For  thee,  opprciied  Kinji,  I  am  caft  down, 
My  felf  could  elle  out-frown  falfe  fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  daughters  and  thefe  fifters  ? 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no  ;  come,  let's  away  to  prifon  ; 
Wc  two  alone  will  fmg  like  birds  i'th'  cage  ; 

Whea 
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When  thou  doft  afk  me  biefling,  Til  kneel  dcwft 

And  afk  of  thee  foigivenels :  fo  we'Jl  Jive, 

And  pray,  and  fing,  and  teJl  old  tales,  and  laugh 

At  gilded  butterflies  j  and  hear  poor  rogues 

Talk  of  Court-news,,  and  we'll  talk  with  them  too. 

Who  lofes,  and  who  wins ;  who's  in,  who's  out ; 

And  take  upon's  the  myftery  of  things, 

As  if  we  were  God's  fpies.    And  we'll  wear  out, 

In  a  walTd  prifon,  packs  and  fedts  of  great  ones 

That  ebb  and  flow  by  th'  mocn. 

Baft.  Take  them  away. 

Lear,  Upon  fuch  facrihces,  my  Cor^Ie/ia, 
The  Gods  themfelves  throw  incenfe.    Have  I  caught  thee  ? 
He  that  parts  us  /hall  bring  a  brand  from  heav'n. 
And  fire  us  hence  like  foxes  5  wipe  thine  eye, 
The  goujeres  fliall  devour  them  flefh  and  fell, 
Ere  they  fhall  make  us  weep  5  we'll  fee  'em  ftarvM  firfl-. 
Come.  [Exe.  Lear  a^d  Cordelia ,  guarded, 

Ba(l.  Come  thou  hither,  captain,  hark.  [IVhifperir.g. 
Take  thou  this  note,  go  follow  them  to  prifon. 
One  ftep  I  have  advancM  thee  ;  if  thou  doll 
As  this  inftru£ls  thee,  thou  doft  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes  :  know  thou  this,  that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is  ;  to  be  tender-minded 
Do's  not  beccme  a  f word  5  my  great  imploymcnt 
Will  not  bear  qucOion  ;  eithir  fay  thou'it  do't. 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Capt.  ril  do't,  my  Lord. 

Baft,  About  it,  and  write  happy,  when  thou' ft  done. 
Mark,  I  fay  inftantly,  and  carry  it  fo 
As  I  have  fet  it  down.  \^Exit  Captain, 

SCENE  VL 
To  hiniy  Enter  Albany,  Gonrri'l,  Regan,  and  Soldier%. 

Alb.  Sir,  you  have  fhew'd  to-day  your  val  ant  ftrain. 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  you  have  the  captives 
Who  were  the  oppc^fites  of  this  day's  ftrife  : 
J  do  require  them  of  you,  fo  to  ufs  them. 
As  we  fliall  find  their  merits  and  our  faf.ty 
May  equally  determine. 

Baft.,  I  thought  fit 

To 
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To  fend  the  old  and  miferable  King 

To  feme  retention  and  appointed  guard  ; 

"Whofe  age  has  charms  in  it,  whofe  tide  more. 

To  pluck  the  common  bofoms  on  his  fide, 

And  tumour  impreft  launccsfcin  our  eyes  ' 

Whicii  do  command  them.    With  him  I  fent  the  Qyeen;» 

My  reafon  ail  the  fame  ;  :md  the'y  are  re:?dy 

To-morrow,  or  at  further  fpace,  t*  appear 

Where  we  fhali  hold  cur  feffion. 

Alh.  Sir,  by  your  patience> 
I  hold  you  biit  a  fubjedl  of  this  war. 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg.  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
•Meihinks  our  pleafure  might  have  been  demanded 
Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  far.    He  led  our  pow'rs^ 
Bore  the  commi/Tion  of  my  place  and  perfon. 
The  which  immediate  may  well  ftand  up. 
And  call  it  f^lf  your  brother. 

Con.  Not  fo  hot ; 
In  his  own  grace  he  doth  ex>>It  hlmfelf. 
More  than  in  your  advancement. 

Rfg.  In  my  right. 
By  me  inverted ,  he  compters  the  beft. 

A!b.  That  were  the  mo  ft,  if  he  fiiouid  hufband  ycu, 
Reg,  Jeftcrs  do  oft  prove  prophets. 
Gon,  Holla,  holla  ! 
That  eye  that  told  you  fo,  looked  but  a-  fquint. 

Reg.  Lady,  I  am  not  well,  tUe  I  fh  >uld  aiifwcr 
from  a  full  flowing  ftomach.  General, 
Take  thou  my  foldiere,  prifoners,  patrimony, 
Difpofe  of  them,  of  me,  they  all  are  thine: 
Witncfs  the  world  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  Lord  and  maimer, 

Gon.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 

AW.  The  lett  alone  lyes  not  in  your  gcod  wiU, 

Bad,  Nor  in  tijine.  Lord. 

Aib.  Half-bloodcd  fellow,  yes. 

Reg.  Let  the  drum  ftrike,  pnd  prove  my  tit-e  thine. 

[Tfl  tbehdi\,    7hcy  cffn  ti>  go  out. 
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A!fy^  Stay:  he?-r  my  reafon  :  Edmund^  I  arfcft  thee 
On  capital  treafon,  and  in  thy  arrefl. 
This  gilded  ferpent :  for  your  claim,  fair  fifter, 
I  bar  it  in  the  intereft  of  my  wife  ; 
'Tis  /he  is  fub-contra6led  to  this  Lord, 
And  I  her  hufband  contradift  your  banes. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  ms. 
My  Lady  is  befpoke. 

Gon»  An  enterlude  ! 

Alb»  Thou  art  armM,  GIo*Jlsr^  let  the  trumpet  fouua 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  perfon 
Thy  heinous,  manifeft,  and  m<\ny  treafons, 
There  is  my  pledge  :  I'll  prove  it  on  thy  heart. 
Ere  1  taflc  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefs 
Than  I  have  here  proclaimM  thee. 

jR^^.  Sick,  O  fick  

Gon,  If  not,  I'll  ne'er  truft  poifon.  [Ajlu  . 

Baft,  There's  my  exchange  ;  what  in  the  world  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies ; 
Call  by  the  trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach. 
On  him,  on  you,  (whom  not  ?  )  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Alb.  A  herald,  ho  ! 
Truft  to  thy  fingle  virtues  ;  for  thy  foldiers. 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge. 

Reg.  My  ficknefs  grows  upon  me. 

Alb,  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  tent. 

\^F.xit  Regaa: 
SCENE  VII.    Enter  a  Herald. 
Come  hither,  herald,  let  the  trumpet  found. 
And  read  out  this.  trumpet  founds. 

Herald  reads. 

If  any  man  of  quality  or  degree  'within  the  lifts  of  the 
a'fry,^'ill maintain  tt/»o?zEdmund fuppofedEarl  o/Glo'fter, 
that  he  is  a  manifold  traitor,  let  him  appear  by  the  third  found 
cf  the  trumpet :  he  is  bold  in  his  defence,  i  trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  2  trumpet „ 

Her^  Again.  3  trumpet, 

[Trumpet  anfivers  bim  ivirtir:. 
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Enter  Edgar  armed* 

Alb.  Afk  h\;Ti  his  purpofcs,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  0'  th'  trumpet. 

Her,  What  are  you  ? 
Your  name,  your  quality,  and  why  you  an/wer 
This  prefent  fummons  ? 

Edg,  Know,  my  name  is  loft. 
By  treafon's  tooth  bare-gnawn  and  canicer-bit ) 
Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  adverfary 
I  come  to  cope. 

Alb.  Which  is  that  rdverfary  ? 

Ed^.  What's  he  that  fpeaks  for  Edmund  Earl  of  Glo\Hcr  f 
Baji.  Himfclfj  what  fay 'ft  thou  to  him? 
Edg.  Draw  thy  fword. 
That  if  my.  fpeech  offend  a  noble  heart. 
Thy  arm  may  do  ihec  jufticej  here  is  najne: 
Behold,  it  ic  the  privilege  of  mine  honours. 
My  oath,  and  my  profefiion.    I  proteft, 
Maugre  thy  ftrength,  place,  youth,  and  eminence, 
Spight  of  thy  vi(5l:or-rworJ,  and  fire-nev/  fortune^ 
Thy  valour,  and  thy  heart,  thou  art  a  traitor  ; 
FaJfe  to  thy  Gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father, 
Conipirant  *gaiKft  this  high  illuftrious  Prince, 
And  from  th'extreameft  upward  of  thy  head. 
To  the  defcent  and  duft  below  thy  foot, 
A  moft  toad-fpotted  traitor.    Say  thou  no. 
This  fword,  this  arm,  and  my  beft  fpirits  are  bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  fpeak. 
Thou  lieft. 

Baft,  In  wifdom  1  fhould  aik  thy  name. 
Bat  lince  thy  out-fide  looks  fo  fair  and  warlike. 
And  that  thy  tongue  fome  'fay  *  of  breeding  breathes. 
What  fafe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By  rule  of  Knight-hood,  1  difdain  andfpurn: 
Back  do  I  tofs  thefe  treafons  to  thy  head. 
With  the  hell-hated  lie  o'er-whelm  thy  heart. 
To  which,  (for  they  yet  glance  by,  fcarcely  bruifing) 
This  fword  of  mine  fhall  give  them  inflant  way. 


•  ^Say  for  Ejfuy^  fome  fiicw  or  probability. 
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"Where  they  fliall  reft  for  ever.  Trumpets,  fpeak.  [Alarum. 

Fight.    Baftard  faHs, 

Con,  Save  him,  O  fave  him  ;  this  is  praftice,  Glo'Jler  : 
By  th*  Jaw  of  waf,  thou  v\'aft  not  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknourn  oppofite;  thou  art  not  vanquifh'd. 
But  cozenM  and  beguilM. 

Alb.  Shut  your  mouth,  dame, 
Or  with  this  paper  fhall  I  ftop  it ; 
Thou  worfe  than  any  thing,  read  thine  own  evil : 
No  tearing,  Lady,  [  perceive  you  know  it. 

Con.  Say  if  I  do,  the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine  5 
Who  cnn  arraign  me  for*t  ? 

Alb.  Monfter,  know 'ft  thou 
This  papjr  ? 

Gon.  Afk  me  not  what  I  do  know.  [Exit.  Gon. 

Alb.  Go  after  her,  rtii-'s  defperate,  govern  htr. 

SCENE  VIII. 
J?j/?.What  you  have  charged  me  with,  that  I  have  donc^ 
And  more,  much  more  ;  the  time  will  bring  it  out. 
*Tis  paft,  and  fo  am  I:  hut  what  art  thou 
That  haft  this  fortune  on  me  ?  If  thou'rt  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg,  Let's  exchange  our  charity : 
I  am  no  lefs  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund  | 
If  more,  the  more  thou' ft  wrongM  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar ^  and  thy  father's  fon. 
The  Gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  vices 
Make  inftruments  to  plague  and  punifh  us : 
The  dark  and  vicious  place,  where  thee  he  got, 
Coft  him  his  eyes. 

Bafi.  Thou' ft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true. 
The  wheel  is  come  full  circle,  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Methought  thy  very  gate  did  prophefie    [To  Edgar. 
A  royal  noblenefs ;  I  miift  embrace  thee  : 
Let  forrow  fplit  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee  or  thy  father. 

Edg.  Worthy  Prince, 
I  know  it  well. 

Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  your  feif  ? 
How  have  you  known  the  miferies  of  your  father  ? 

Edg. 
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l£dg.  By  nurfing  them,  my  Lord,   Lift  a  brief  talc. 
And  when  'tis  told,  O  that  my  heart  would  burft  ! 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  efcape 
That  followM  me  fo  near,  (O  our  lives  fweetnei^! 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  bear 
Rather  than  die  at  once)  taught  me  to  fhifc 
Into  a  mad-man's  rafjs,  t'afliime  a  I'emblance 
The  very  dogs  difdain'd  :  and  in  this  habit  ^ 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  nnp. 
Their  precious  gems  new  loft  \  became  his  gulde> 
Led  him,  beg'd  for  him,  fav*d  him  from  defpair. 
Never  (O  fault)  reveal'd  my  fclf  unto  him, 
Until  forae  half  hour  paft,  when  I  was  arm'd| 
Not  fure  though  hoping  of  this  good  fuccefs, 
I  afk!d  his  blefling,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage.    But  h.s  fiaw'd  heart. 
Alack,  too  weak  the  conflirt  to  fupport, 
'Twixt  too  extreams  of  palTion,  joy  and  grief, 
Burft  fmilingly. 

Baft.  This  fpcech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me. 
And  fhall  perchance  do  good  j  but  fpeak  you  o<i. 
You  look  as  you  had  fomething  more  to  fay. 

Alb.  If  there  be  more,  more  woful^  hoid  it  in. 
For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  difTolve^ 
Hewing  of  this. 

SCENE  IX.     Enter  a  Gtnttmaa. 
Vent,  Help,  help! 
Edg,  What  kind  of  hcjp 
Alb,  Speak,  man. 

Edg,  What  means  thi*?  bloody  knife  ? 

Ger.t.  'Tis  hot,  it  fmoaks,  it  cauae  even  from  the  heart 
Of  O!  flie'sdead. 

Alb,  Who*sdead?  fpeak,  man. 

Gent,  Your  Lady,  Sir,  your  Lady  j  and  her  fiftcr 
By  her  is  poifon'd  ;  ftie  coofefles  it. 

Baft.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both}  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inftant. 

Mdg.  Here  coaqies  Ktnt, 
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Enter  Kent. 

A'.h.  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  live  or  dead. 

[Gonerili  and  Regan'5  bodies  brought  out. 
This  judgment  of  the  heav'ns,  that  makes  us  tremble, 

TouchfcS  us  not  with  pity.  O  !  is  this  He  ? 

The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment  [T<?  Kent. 
Which  very  manners  urge, 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  come 
To  bid  my  King  and  Mailer  aye  good  night  j 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot! 
Speak,  Edmund f  whereas  the  King  ?  and  where's  Cordelia  ? 
See'll  thou  this  obje£t,  Kent  ?  [^Pointing  totbe  dead  bodies, 

Kent.  Alack,  why  thus  ? 

Baft.  Yet  Edmund  was  bdovM  ; 
The  one  the  other  poifcn'd  for  my  fake. 
And  after  flew  her  felf. 

Alb.  Even  fo  j  cover  their  faces. 

Baft.  I  pant  for  life  ;  fome  good  I  m.ean  to  do, 
Defpight  of  mine  own  nature.    Quickly  fend 
(Be  brief)  into  the  caftlej  for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  Cordelia  : 
Nay,  fend  in  time. 

Alb.  Run,  run,  O  run,  make  hafte. 

Edg.  To  Vvhom,  my  Lord  ?  who  has  the  office  ?  fend 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Baft.  Well  thought  on,  take  my  fword. 
Give  it  the  captain  

Edg.  Hafte  thee  for  thy  life.  [Ex.  Meffmger, 

Baft.  He  hath  commi0;on  from  thy  wife  and  mt 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prifon,  and 
To  lav  the' blame  upon  her  own  defpair. 

Alb,  The  Gods  defend  her  !  bear  him  hence  a  while. 

Balbrd  «  born  off. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Lear  tvith  Cordelia  dead  in  bis  arms. 
Z^^r.Howl,hcwI,howl,howU— O,you  are  men  of  ftone, 
H?.d  I  your  tongu-s  and  eyes,  I'd  u^e  them  fo. 
That  heaven's  vault  fhould  crack  ;  fhe's  gone  for  ever ! 
1  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives  5 

She 's 
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She's  dead  as  earth  !  lend  me  a  looking- glafs. 
If  that  her  breath  will  mift  or  ftain  the  ftone. 
Why  then  fhe  lives. 

Kent.  Is  this  the  promisM  end  ? 

Lear^  Thi«  feather  ftirs,  (he  lives  ;  if  it  be  fo. 
It  is  a  chance  which  do's  redeem  all  forrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 

Kent,  O  my  good  mafter  !  [Kneeling. 

Lear,  Pr'ythee,  away  

Edg,  *Tis  noble  Kent  your  friend. 

Lear.  A  plague  upon  you,  murth'rers,  traitors  all? 
I  might  have  (avM  her  j  now  fhe's  gone  for  ever! 

Cordelia  y  Cordelia  y  ft  ay  a  little.     Ha  !  • 

What  is't  thou  fay'ft?  her  voice  was  ever  foft. 
Gentle  and  low,  an  excellent  thing  in  woman. 
I  killM  the  Have  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 

Gent.  'Tis  true,  my  Lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow  ? 
Tve  feen  the  day,  with  my  gooci  biting  faulchion 
I  would  have  made  them  fkip  :  I  am  old  now, 
And  thefe  fame  crofTes  fpoil  me.    Who  are  you  ? 
Mine  eyes  are  none  o'th'  beft.    Til  tell  you  llrait. 

Kent,  If  fortune  brag  of  two  fhe  lov'd  and  hated. 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear,  Are  you  not  Kent  P 

Kent.  The  fime  ^  your  fervant  Kent ; 
Where  is  your  fervant  Caius  ? 

Lear.  'Twas  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that, 
He*d  ftrike,  and  quickly  too  :  he's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  Lord,  1  am  the  very  man,— 

Lear.  I'll  fee  that  ftrait. 

Kent.  That  from  your  firft  of  difference  and  decay. 
Have  followed  your  fad  fteps. 
Lear.  You're  welcome  hither. 

Ktnt.  'Twas  no  man  elfe  :  all's  cheerlefs,dark,and  deadly: 
Your  eldefl:  daughters  have  fore-done  themfelves. 
And  defp'rately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  fo  I  think. 

Alb.  He  knows  not  what  he  fays,  and  vain  is  it 
That  we  prefent  us  to  hinj, 
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£dg»  Very  bootlefs. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger^ 

Me  jr.  Edmund  is  dead,  njy  Lord, 

Aib,  That's  but  a  trifle. 
You  Lords  and  noble  friends,  know  our  Intent  I 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come. 
Shall  be  apply'd.    For  us,  we  will  refign. 
During  the  life  of  this  old  Majefty, 
To  him  our  abfolute  power :  to  you,  your  rights,  [7o  Edg, 
With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited.    All  friends  lhali  tafte 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
Tha  cup  of  their  defer ving^ 

Lear,  O  fee,  fee  

And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd :  no,  no,  no  life  ? 

Why  /hould  a  dog,  a  horfe,  a  rat  have  life. 

And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?  thou'lt  come  no  more, 

Never,  never,  never,  never,  nrver, — 

Pray  you,  undo  this  button.    Thank  you.  Sir ; 

T)o  you  fee  this  ?  look  on  her,  look  on  her  lips. 

Look  there,  look  there   [He  dhu 

Edg.  He  faints  5  my  Lord  !  — 

Kent.  Break,  heart,  I  pr'ythee,  break. 

Edg,  Look  up,  my  Lord  ! 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  Ghoft  :  oh,  let  him  pafs !  He  hates  hlm^ 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  rough  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  He  is  gone  indeed. 

Kert.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  fo  long  ! 
He  but  ufurpt  his  life. 

Aih.  Bear  them  from  hence,  our  prefent  bufinefs 
Is  general  woe  :  friends  of  my  foul,  you  twain. 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gorM  ftate  fuftain. 

Kent.  I  have  a  journey.  Sir,  /hortly  to  go  j 
!My  mafter  calls  me,  I  muft  not  fay  no. 

Alh»  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  muft  obey. 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay. 
The  oldeft  hath  born  moll: ;  we  that  are  young 
Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  live  e'er  fo  long. 

[Exeunt  with  a  dead  march. 
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'The  Court  of  England. 
Enter  King  John,  ^een  Elinor,  Pembroke,  EfleX,  and 

Salifbury,  *witb  Chatilion. 
K.  yobn,         "T  0\V,  fay,  Chatilion,  what  would  Franu 
I  with  us  ? 

I  Cbat  Thus,  after  greeting,  fpeaks 

^  the  King  of  France, 

In  my  behaviour,  to  the  Majeliy 
The  borrowed  Majefty  of  England  here. 

Eli-  A  ftrange  beginning  ;  borr(nv'd  Majefty  ! 
K.  John,  Silence,  good  mother,  he;ir  the  embaflie* 
Cbat.  Philip  of  France^  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  dcceafcd  brother  Geffrey^  Srm, 
^rtbur  Plantagenet,  lays  Jawfjl  claim 
To  this  fair  Ifland,  and  the  territories : 

•  Tlie  trnuhltfcmt  rrign  ef  K.  Jchn  wMs  written  in  two  part*  by 
W.  Shikefftj'  and  1^  Rowlty^  and  printed  1611.  B.:t  the  j  relent 
Flay  is  entirely  dillcrcnt,  and  infiiutcly  lupcrior  K)  it. 

To 
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To  Ireland,  PoiSIierSj  Anjou^  Touraine,  Maine : 
Defiring  thee  to  lay  afide  the  fword 
Which  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  feveral  titles. 
And  put  the  fame  into  young  .^rM^r's  hand. 
Thy  nephew,  and  right  royal  Sovereign. 

K.  yobn.  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this  ? 
Chat,  The  proud  controul  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
T*  inforce  thefe  rights  fo  forcibly  with -held. 

K.  yobn»  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for  blocd, 
Contrculment  for  controulment  5  fo  anfwer  France, 

Chat,  Then  take  my  King's  defiance  from  my  mouth, 
The  fartheft  limit  of  my  embafiie. 

K.  yobn.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  peace* 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France, 
For  ere  thou  canft  report,  I  will  be  there, 
The  Thunder  of  my  cannon  fhall  be  heard. 
So,  hence!  be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath. 
And  /Ijllen  prefage  of  your  own  degay. 
An  honourable  condu^  let  him  have, 
Fembioke,  look  to*tj  farewel,  Chatiiion, 

[Ex.  Chat,  andPiW* 
Eli,  What  now,  my  fon,  have  I  not  ever  faid 
How  that  ambitious  Conftance  would  not  ccafe 
'Till  Hie  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  world. 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  fon  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole 
With  very  eafie  arguments  of  love; 
Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  muft 
With  fearful  bloody  ifiTue  arbitrate. 

K»yohn,  Our  ftrong  pofTeffion  and  our  right  for  us. 
Eli.  Your  flrong  poffcflion  much  more  than  your  ri^it ; 
Or  clfe  it  muft  go  wrong  with  you  and  me  ; 
So  much  my  confcience  whifpers  in  your  ear. 
Which  none  but  heav'n,  and  you,  and  1  fliall  henr, 

EJ/ex,  My  Liege,  here  is  the  (^rangeft-  controverfie 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judged  by  you 
That  e'er  I  heard  ;  rtiall  I  produce  the  men  ? 

K,' yobn.  Let  them  approach. 
Our  Abbbies  and  our  Priories  (hall  pay 
This  expevUtion's  charge-r— What  men  arc  you?  | 

SC  EN  £ 
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SCENE  II. 
Efit€r  Robert  Faulconbrldge  and  the  Baftard. 
Baft,  Yout  faithful  fubjedl,  1,  a  gentleman 
Born  in  Northamptonjhire,  and  eldefi:  fon, 
As  I  fuppofe,  to  Robert  Faulconbrldge , 
A  foldier,  by  the  honour-giving  hand 
Of  Cceur- de-lion  knighted  in  the  field. 
K.  John,  What  art  thou  ? 

Rob.  The  fon  and  heir  to  that  fame  Faulconbrldge. 
K.  John,  Is  that  the  elder,,  and  art  thou  the  heir  ? 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then  it  feems  ? 

Baft,  Moft  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  King, 
That  is  well  known,  and  as  I  ihink  one  father: 
But  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  you  o'er  to  heav*n  and  to  my  mother  ; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

E  i,  Out  on  thee,  rude  man,  thou  doftiliame  thy  mother^ 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  difridcnce. 

Baft,  I,  Madam  }  no,  I  have  no  rcafon  for  it  j 
That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  mine. 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  he  pops  me  out 
At  leaft  from  fiir  five  hundred  pound  a  year  : 
Heav'n  guard  my  mother's  honour  and  my  land  ! 

K.  John,  A  good  blunt  fellow :  why,  being  younger  born, 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance  ? 

Baft,  1  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land  j 
But  once  he  flander'd  me  with  baftardy; 
But  whether  I  be  true  begot  or  no, 
That  ft  ill  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head  ; 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  Liege, 
(Fair  fail  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  me  !) 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  your  felf. 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both. 
And  were  our  father,  and  this  fon  like  him  ; 

0  old  Sir  Robert,  father,  on  my.  knee 

1  give  heav'n  thanks  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K.John.  Why,what  a  mad-cap  hath  heav'n  lent  us  here? 

Ell.  He  hath  trick  of  Cippur-de-iion^  s  face. 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  aftedtcth  him  : 
Po  you  not  rejd  fome  tokens  of  my  foa 
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In  the  large  compofition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  yohn.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  part?, 
And  finds  them  perfeft  Richard  :  firrah,  fpcak, 
What  doth  move  ycj  to  claim  your  brother's  land  ? 

Baft.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half  face,  like  my  father. 
With  that  half-face  would  he  have  all  my  land  ? 
A  hslf  facM  groat,  five-hundred  pound  a  year? 

Roh»  My  gracious  Liege,  when  that  my  father  liv'd. 
Your  brother  did  implny  my  father  much  > 

Baft,  Well,  Sir,  r>y  this  you  cannoc  get  my  land. 
Your  tale  mufl-  be  how  he  imploy'd  my  mother^ 

Roh.  And  oncedifpatchM  him  in  an  embaflic 
To  Germany  ;  there  with  the  Emperor 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time  : 
1'h'  advantage  of  hv.  abfence  took  the  King, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  father's; 
Where,  how  he  did  prevail,  I  fliame  to  fpeak  : 
But  truth  is  truth  ;  large  lengths  of  feas  and  Ihorea 
Between  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, 
(As  I  have  heard  my  father  fpeak  himfelfj 
When  this  fame  lufty  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death -bed  he  by  will  bequeathed 
His  lands  to  me,  and  took  it  on  his  death 
That  this  my  mother's  fon  was  none  of  his  j 
An  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  foufteen  weeks  before  the  courfe  of  time  ? 
Then,  good  my  Liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine^ 
3VIy  fatlier's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K.^obn.  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate. 
Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him  5 
And  if  {he  did  play  falfe,  the  fault  was  hers, 
Wh'fch  fault  lyes  on  the  hazard  of  all  huf^ands 
That  many  wives.   Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother. 
Who  as  you  fay  took  pains  to  get  this  fon. 
Had  cf  your  father  claim'd  this  fon  for  his  ? 
In  foorh,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  calf,  bred  from  his  cow,  from  all  the  world. 
In  footh  he  might ;  then  if  he  were  my  brother's, 
My  brother -might  not  claim  him  ;  nor  your  father. 
Being  acne  of  his,  refufe  hira  :  this  concludes. 
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My  mother's  fon  did  get  your  father's  heir. 
Your  father's  heir  muft  have  your  father's  land, 
Rob.  Shall  then  my  f^ither's  will  be  of  no  force 
To  difpoflefs  that  child  which  is  not  his  ? 

Baji.  Of  no  more  force  to  difpolTcfs  me.  Sir, 
Then  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli,  Say,  had  ft  thou  rather  be  a  Faukonbridge, 
And  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land ; 
Or  the  reputed  fon  of  Cceur-de-lion, 
Lord  of  thy  prcfence,  and  no  land  befide  ? 

Baft.  Madam,  an  if  my  brother  had  my  fhapf^ 
And  I  had  his,  Sir  Robertas,  his,  like  him. 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  fuch  riding  rods. 
My  arms  fuch  eel-/kins  ftuft  j  my  face  fo  thin. 
That  in  mine  ear  I  durft  not  ftick  a  rofe,  * 
Left  men  fliould  fay,  look  where  three  farthings  goes  ; 
And  with  his  /hape  were  heir  to  all  this  land  ^ 
Would  I  might  never  ftir  from  off  this  place,  "J 
I'd  give  it  ev^ry  foot  to  have  this  face :  > 
I  would  not  be  \  Sir  Nobbe  in  any  cafe.  J 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well ;  wilt  thou  forfake  thy  fortiine. 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me  ? 
I  am  a  foJdier,  and  now  bound  to  France, 

Baft.  Brother,  take  you  my  land,  I'll  take  my  chance  3 
Your  face  hath  got  five  hundred  pound  a  year. 
Yet  fell  your  face  for  five  pence,  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  1*11  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

Eli.  Nay,  I  v/ould  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

Baft,  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way, 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Baft,  Philip,  my  Liege,  fo  is  my  name  begun, 
Philip,  good  o!d  Sir  Rohert\  wife's  eldeft  fon. 

K  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whofe  form  thou 
Kneel  thou  AoyNn Philip,  but  rife  up  more  great,  (beai'/l : 
Arife  Sir  Richard  and  Plaiitag-ntt. 

Baft,  Brother  by  th'  mother's  fide,  give  me  your  hand, 

»  Alluding  to  the  threc-farthiof  pieces  currejit  iii  Queen  ZUxa- 
ie//>'s  time,  which  had  a  roje  oA  the  reverie  :  and  being  ot  lUvcr 
Ihcy  muft  be  luppofed  to  be  very  thin. 

i  Sir  Nobl)4,  a  mcknamc,  in  contempt,  of  Sir  Jidirt, 
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My  father  gave  me  honour,  yours  gave  land. 
Now  blefTed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day. 
When  I  was  got,  Sir  Robert  was  away ! 

Eli,  The  very  fpirit  of  Plantagenet ! 
I  am  thy  grandann  ;  Richard,  call  me  fo. 

Baji,  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth,  what  tho'  ? 
Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right. 

In  at  the  window,  or  elfe  o'er  the  hatch  i 
"Who  dares  not  ftir  by  day,  muft  walk  by  night, 

And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch  j 
Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  Hill  well  ihot. 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

K.  John.  Go,  Faulconbridge,  now  haft  thou  thy  defirc, 
A  landlefs  Knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'Squire  : 
Come,  Madam,  and  come,  Richard-^  we  muft  fpeed 
For  France y  for  France ,  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Baji.  Brother,  adieu  ;  gocd  fortune  come  to  thee  ! 
For  thcu  was  got  i'th'way  of  honefty.    \^Ex^  all  but  Bafl^* 
SCENE  III; 
A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was. 
But  many,  many  a  foot  of  land  the  worfe  1 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  Lady. 
Good -den.  Sir  i?/Vi>fzr^/,— Godamercy,  fellow. 
And  if  his  name  be  George ,  I'll  call  him  Peter  ^ 
For  new-made  honour  doth  forget  mens  names ; 
'Tis  too  refpeftive  and  unfociable 
For  your  converfing.    Now  your  traveller, 
He  and  his  tooth-pick  at  my  Worfhip's  mefs  3 
And  when  my  knightly  ftomach  is  fufficM, 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth,  and  catechife 

My  p'cked  man  of  countries,  my  dear  Sir, 

(Thu'^  leaning  on  mine  elbow  I  begin) 

I  fhall  befeech  you,  that  is  Queftion  now. 

And  then  comes  Anfwer  like  an  A  B  C-book  : 
O  Sir,  fays  Anfwer,  at  your  beft  command. 

At  your  employment,  at  your  fervice,  Sir  :•  — 

No,  Sir,  fays  Queftion,  I,  fweet  Sir,  at  yours,——* 

And  fo  ere  Anfwer  knows  what  Queftion  would. 

Serving  in  dialogue  of  compliment. 

And  talking  of  the  jilps  and  Appennines, 

The  Pyrenean  and  the  river  Po,  It 
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It  draws  towards  fupper  in  conclufion  fo» 

But  this  is  worfliipful  fociety, 

And  fits  the  mounting  fpirit  like  my  felf : 

For  he  is  but  a  baftard  to  the  time. 

That  doth  not  fmack  of  obfervation, 

(And  fo  am  I  whether  I  fmack  or  no) 

And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device, 

Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement  ; 

But  from  the  inward  motion  too  deliver 

Sweet,  fwect,  fweet  poifon  *  for  the  ag^s  tooth  J 

Which,  though  I  will  not  praflife  to  deceive. 

Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn  ; 

For  it  fhall  ftrew  the  footfteps  of  my  rifing. 

But  who  comes  in  fuch  hafte  in  riding  robes  ? 

What  woman- poll  is  this  ?  hath  Ihs  no  hulband 

That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her? 

O  me,  it  is  my  mother  ;  now,  good  Lady, 

What  brings  you  here  to  Court  fo  haftily  ? 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Lady  FauJconbridge  ^nd  James  Gurney. 

Lady.  Where  is  that  flave,  thy  brother  ?  where  is  he. 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  honour  up  and  down  ? 

Baji.  My  brother  Robert,  old  Sir  Rcb^rt''s  fon, 
Colbrand  the  giant,  that  fame  nnjghty  man. 
Is  it  Sir  Robert\  fon  thar  you  fet*k  fo  i* 

Lady»  Six  Robertas  fon  ?  ay,  thou  unrev'rent  boy. 
Sir  Robert''^  fon,  why  fcorn'ft  thou  at  Sir  Robert  f 
He  is  Sir  Robert''^  fon,  and  fo  art  thou. 

^^ft-  Jamei  Gurney,  wilt  thou  give  US  leave  a  while? 

Gur.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 

Baft,  Philip  f  fp.ire  me,  Jaw.^s. 
There's  toys  abroa^l,  anon  Til  tell  thee  more.  [^.v/V^j^tfTt 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Robertas  Can, 
Sir  Robert  might  have  cat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  Good-Friday,  and  ne*er  broke  his  fnft  : 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well ;  marry,  c  nfefs ! 
Could  he  get  me  ?  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it  ; 
We  know  hifl  handy  work,  therefore,  gocd  mother. 
To  whom  ami  beholden  for  thefe  limbi  ? 
♦  Mc'inixig,  FlaiUry, 

R  3  Sir 
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Sir  Robert  never  help'd  to  make  this  leg. 

Lady.  Haft  thou  conTpired  with  thy  brother  too. 
That  for  thine  own  gain  fhould'ft  defend  mine  honour  ? 
W  hat  mians  this  fcorn,  thou  moft  untoward  knave  ? 

BaJ},  Knight,  Knight,  good  mothtx^BafiliJco-hk^,  *— * 
Why,  i  am  dub'd,  I  have  it  on  my  fhoulder  ; 
But,  mother,  I  am  not  Sir  Roben\  fon, 
I  have  dlfcUimM  Sir  Robert  and  my  land, 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone  ; 
Then,  good  rny  mother,  let  me  know  my  father  ; 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope  5  who  was  it,  mother  ? 

Lar!y.  Haft  thou  deny'd  thy  felf  a  Fuukonbridge  f 

Baft.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  devil. 

hadj.  King  Richard  Coetir-de-licn  was  thy  father  ^ 
Ey  loni;  and  vehement  fuit  I  was  feduc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  hufband's  bed. 
Heav'ji  lay  not  my  tranrereflion  to  my  charge  ! 
Thou  art  the  iffue  of  my  dear  offence, 
Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd  paft  my  defence. 

Baft.  Now  by  this  light  were  I  to  get  again. 
Madam,  I  would  not  wifli  a  better  father. 
Some  fins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth. 
And  fo  d:  th  yours  j  your  fault  was  not  your  fglly  3 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe, 
Subjeded  tribute  to  commanding  love, 
Againft  whofe  fury  and  unmatched  force 
The  awlefs  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight,  ' 
Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard* s  handsa 
He  that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts. 
May  eafily  win  a  woman's.    Ay,  my  mother. 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father. 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  fay,  thou  didft  not  well 
When  I  was  get,  I'll  f.nd  his  foul  to  hell. 
Come,  Lady,  I  will  fhew  thee  to  my  kin. 

And  they  fhall  fay,  when  Richard  me  begot. 
If  thou  hadft  faid  him  n?y,  it  had  been  lin  j 

Who  fays  it  was,  he  lies  3  I  fay  'twas  cot.  [Exeunt» 

»  Alludlnj  to  a  part  in  a  Play  known  at  that  time,  cali'd  Sc/i/«<i» 

and  FtrjfdU, 
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A  C  T  H.        S  C  E  N  E  L 

SCENE,  before  the  walls  of  Angiers  in  France, 
£/i/^r  Philip  King  of  TrsLncCy  hems  the  Diuphm,  tbeArch^ 

Duke  of  Axidrh,  Conftance,  W  Arthur. 
Lewi's.  "JjEforc  Anglers  well  met,  brave  Aujiria. 

JD  Arthur!  thatgreat  fore-runner  of  thy  blood 
Richard,  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Palejiiney 
By  this  brave  Duke  came  early  to  his  grave : 
And  for  amends  to  his  pofterity. 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come. 
To  fpread  his  colours,  boy,  in  thy  behalf ; 
And  to  rebuke  the  ufurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  Engli(hJohn, 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arth,  God  (hall  forgive  you  Cceur- de-lion^ s  death 
The  rather,  that  you  give  his  oft-fpring  life. 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war. 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  pow'rlefs  hand, 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unftained  love  : 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers,  Duke. 

Lewis,  A  noble  boy  !  who  would  not  do  thee  right  ? 

Auji,  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kifs. 
As  feal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love  ; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return. 
'Till  Angiers  and  the  right  thou  haft  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale  that  white-fac'd  fhore 
Whofe  foot  fpurns  back  the  Ocean's  roaring  tides. 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  iflanders; 
Ev'n  'till  that  England^  hedg'd  in  with  the  maiji> 
That  water-walled  bulwark,  ftill  fecurc 
And  confident  from  foreign  purpofes, 
Ev'n  'till  that  outmoft  corner  of  the  wefl: 
Salute  thee  for  her  King.    'Till  then,  fair  boy. 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 

Conji,  O,  take  his  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks  j 
'Till  your  ftrong  hand  (hall  help  to  give  him  ftrength. 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

At^JK  The  ptace  of  heav'n  is  theirs,  who  hft  their  fwords 
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In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  war. 

K.  Pbiitp.  Well  then,  to  work  ;  our  engines  (hall  ht 
Againft  the  brows  of  this  refifting  town  ;  [bent 
Call  for  Gur  chiefeft  men  of  difclpline. 
To  cull  the  plots  of  beft  advantages. 
WeMl  lay  before  this  Town  our  royal  bones. 
Wade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmem  blood. 
But  we  will  make  it  fubje6l,to  this  boy. 

Conji,  Stay  for  an  anfwer  to  your  embaffie. 
Left  unadvised  you  ftain  your  fwords  with  blood* 
My  Lord  Cbatilion  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace,  which  here  we  urge  in  war. 
And  then  we  ihall  repent  each  drop  of  blood 
That  hot  rafh  hafte  fo  indireaiy  ihed. 

Enter  Chatilion. 

K.  Philip.  A  wonder.  Lady  1  lo,  upon  thy  wifli 
Oar  meflenger  Chatilion  is  arriv'^d  ; 
What  England  fays,  fay  briefly,  gentle  Lord, 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee.    Chatilion  fpeak. 

Chat,  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paultry  fiege^ 
-And  ftir  them  up  againft  a  mightier  ta/k. 
England,  impatient  of  your  juft  demands. 
Hath  put  himfelf  in  arms  ^  the  adverfe  winds, 
"Whofe  leifure  I  have  ftaid,  have  giv'nhim  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  fooq  as  I. 
His  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town. 
His  forces  ftrong,  his  foldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  Mother- Qtieen  | 
An  j^te,  ftirring  him  to  blood  and  ftrife. 
With  her  her  neice,  the  Lady  Blanch  of  Spain  | 
With  them  a  baftard  of  the  King  deceased. 
And  all  th'unfettled  humours  of  the  land  5 
JR-afh,  inconfid'rate,  fiery  voluntaries, 
With  ladies  faces,  and  fierce  dragons  fpleens, 
feve  fold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes. 
Bearing  their  birthright  proudly  on  their  backs. 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  ofdauntlefs  fpirits 
Tha;i  now  the  Engltjh  bottoms  have  waft  o'er, 
Did  lievcr  float  upon  ti^  fwelling  tide. 
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To  do  offence  and  fcathe  in  Chriftendom.  . 

The  interruption  of  their  churlifli  drums      [Drutrn  heat^ 

Cuts  off  more  circumftance  ;  they  are  at  hand. 

To  parly  or  to  fight  therefore  prepare. 

K.  Philip.  How  much  unlook'd  for  18  this  expedition! 

Auji,  By  how  much  unexpcfted,  by  fo  much 
Wc  muft  awake  endeavour  for  defence ; 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occafion  : 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepar'd# 

SCENE  II.    Enter  King  ©/England,  Baftard, 
Elinor,  Blanch,  Pembroke,  and  others, 

K.  John.  Peace  be  to  France^  if  France  in  peace  permit 
Our  juft  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own  : 
If  not,  bleed  France^  and  peace  afcend  to  heav'n ! 
"Whilft  we,  Gdd*s  wrathful  agent,  do  correct 
Their  oroud  contempt  that  beat  his  peace  to  heav'n. 

K.  Philip,  Peace  be  to  England,  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace! 
England  we  love,  and  for  that  England*^  fake 
With  burthen  of  our  armour  here  we  fweat  j 
This  toil  of  ours  fhould  be  a  work  of  thine. 
But  thou  from  \o\\n%Engiand art  fo  far. 
That  thou  haft  under- wrought  its  lawful  King, 
^ut  off"  the  fequence  of  pofterity. 
Out-faced  infant  ftate,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffref%  face, 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his  j 
This  little  abftra£t  doth  contain  that  large 
Which  dy'd  in  Geffrey^ ;  and  the  hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  large  a  volume. 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brother  born, 
And  this  his  fon  ;  England  was  Geffrey''^  right. 
And  this  is  Geffrey\ ;  in  the  name  of  God 
How  comes  it  then  that  thou  art  callM  a  King, 
When  living  blood  doth  in  thefe  temples  beat. 
Which  own  the  crown  that  thou  o*er-maftereft  ? 

K.  John,  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  commiffion, 
France, 

To  draw  my  anfwer  to  thy  articles  ? 

K. 
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Philip.  From  that  fupernal  Judge  that  ftirs  good 
In  any  bread  of  ftrong  authority,  [thoughts 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  ftains  of  right. 
That  Judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy  5 
Under  whofe  warrant  I  impeach  thy  wrong. 
And  by  whofe  help  I  mean  to  chaftife  it.  * 

Leivis.  King  yohrt,  this  is  the  very  fum.of  all  ; 
England,  and  Ireland,  Anjou^  Tour-aine,  Maine, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee : 
Wilt  thou  refign  them,  and  by  down  thy  arms  ? 

K.  John,  My  life  as  foon.   I  do  defie  thee,  France, 
Arthur  of  Bretagne^  yield  thee  to  my  hand. 
And  out  of  my  dear  love  1*11  give  thee  more> 

♦  — I  mean  to  chaftife  it. 

K.  John,  Alack,  thou  doft  ufurp  authority. 

K.  Philip,  Excufe  it,  'tis  to  beat  ufurping  dfiwn. 
Who  is't  that  thou  doll  call  ufarper,  France? 

Con^.  Let  me  make  anfwer:  ihy  ufurping  fou. 

Ell.  Out,  inlolent  !  thy  baftard  (hall  be  King, 
That  thou  may 'ft  be  a  Queen,  and  check  the  world! 

Conji,  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  fon  as  true. 
As  thine  was  to  thy  husband  ;  and  this  boy, 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Geffrey^ 
Tnan  thou  and  John^  in  manners  being  as  like 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
My  boy  a  baltard  !  by  my  foul  I  think 
His  father  never  was  fo  true  begot ; 
It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  wert  liis  mother. 

Eli.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy  father. 

Confi.  There's  a  good  grandam,  boy,  lhat  would  blot  thzt-, 

^Ji.  Peace. 

Baji.  Hear  the  crier. 

^ufl.  What  the  devil  art  thou  ? 

BaJi.  One  lhat  will  play  the  devil,  Sir,  with  yoa. 
And  a'  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  hare,  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 
Whofe  valour  plucks  dead  Lions  by  the  beard  ; 
I'll  fmoak  your  skin-coat,  an  I  catch  you  right  i 
Sirrah,  look  to't,  i'  faith  I  will,  i'  faiih. 

Blanch.  O  well  did  he  become  that  Lion's  robe. 
That  did  dilrobe  the  Lion  of  that  robe. 

Bqfi.  It  lyes  as  fightly  on  the  back  of  him. 
As  great  Alcides'  fhews  upon  an  Afs ; 
But,  Als,  I'll  take  lhat  burthen  from  your  back. 
Or  lay  on  that  flwli  make  your  ihoulders  crack. 

Aujl.  What  cracker  is  this  fame  that  deafs  our  ears 
With  this  abundance  of  fuperfluous  breath 
iCing  Lewis^  determine  v/hat  we  lhall  do  ftraight. 

Jb<wii»  Women  and  fools,  break  oflf  your  conference. 
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Than  e'er  the  coward-hand  of  France  can  win,  * 

K.  Philip.  Some  trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  walls 
Thefe  men  of  Angiers  5  let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 
Whofe  title  they  admit,  Arthur^  or  Jobn^s, 

[^Trumpet  found 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  a  Citizen  upon  the  nvalh. 
CIt,  Who  is  it  that  hath  warnM  us  to  the  walls? 

*■      —   -of  France  can  win  ; 
Submit  ihce,  boy. 

Eli.  Come  to  thy  grandam,  child. 

Conji.  Do,  child,  go  to  it  grandam,  child* 
Give  grandam  Jcingdom,  aod  it  grandam  will 
Give  it  a  phim,  a  cherry,  and  a  fig, 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

^rth.  Good  my  mother,  peace ; 
I  would  that  1  were  low  laid  in  my  grave* 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil  that's  made  for  me. 

Eli.  His  moilier  fhamcs  him  fo,  poor  boy,  he  weeps. 

Cotifl.  Now  fhame  upon  you  whc'r  fhe  does  or  no ! 
His  grandain's  wro:ig,  and  not  his  rnother^s  fliames, 
Draws  thole  heav'n  moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes. 
Which  heav'n  fhall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee  : 
With  thele  fad  chryftal  beads  heav'n  fhali  be  brib'd 
To  do  him  jullicc,  and  revenge  on  you. 

Eli.  Thou  monltious  flandsrer  of  heav'n  and  earth  ! 

Cnnji.  Thou  monftrous  injurer  of  heav'n  and  earth. 
Call  me  not  flandercr;  thou  and  ihme  ufurp 
The  domination,  royalties  and  rights 
Of  this  opprcfled  boy  ;  this  is  thy  eldeft  fon's  fon, 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee  : 
Thy  fins  are  vifited  in  this  poor  child. 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him. 
Being  but  the  fecond  generation 
Removed  from  thy  fiu-conceiving  womb. 

K.  John.  Bedlam,  have  done, 

ConJi.  1  have  but  this  to  lay. 
That  he  is  not  only  p'agued  for  her  fin. 
But  God  hath  made  hci  lin  and  her  the  plagut 
On  this  removed  iffue,  pla^u'd  for  her, 
And  with  licr  plague  her  an  ;  his  injury 
Her  injury,  the  bedel  to  her  fm. 
All  puni/h'd  in  the  perfon  of  this  child, 
And  all  for  her ;  a  plague  upon  her  ! 

Eli.  Thou  unadviied  fcold,  1  can  produce 
A  will  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  fon. 

C»nfi.  Ay,  wl\o  doubts  that  i'  a  will  ;  a  wicked  will  j 
A  woman's  will ;  a  cankcr'd  prandam's  will. 

K.  Philip.  Peace,  Lady  ^  pauie,  or  be  more  temperate  ; 
It  ill  befeems  ihk"  prefence  to  Qxy  Amtn 
To  thefe  ill  toned  repciitiuiis. 

K. 
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K.  Philip,  'Tis  France  for  England, 
K.  John,  England  for  it  felf  ; 

You  men  of  Angiers  and  my  loving  fubje£^s  ■  ■ 

K.  Philip.  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthur^ s  fubjefts. 

Oar  trumpet  call'd  you  to  thia  gentle  parlc— — 

K.  yohrt.  For  our  advantage  5  therefore  hear  us  firft4 

Thefe  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here 

Before  the  eye  and  profpeft  of  your  town. 

Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement. 

The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath  j 

And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  fpit  forth 

Their  iron  indignation  'gainft  your  walls : 

All  preparations  for  a  bloody  iiege 

And  mercilefs  proceeding  by  thefe  French, 

Confront  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  *  gates } 
And  but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleeping  ftones 

That  as  a  wafte  do  girdle  you  about. 

By  the  compul/ion  of  their  ordinance 

By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 

Had  been  difhabited,  and  wide  havock  made 

For  bloody  power  to  rufh  upon  your  peace. 

But  on  the  fight  of  us  your  lawful  King» 

(Who  painfully  with  much  expedient  march 

Have  brought  a  counter-check  before  your  gatesj 

To  fave  unfcratch*d  your  city's  threatned  cheeks) 

Behold  the  French  amaz'd  vouchfafe  a  parle  i 

And  now  inftead  of  bullets  wrap'd  in  fire. 

To  make  a  fhaking  feaver  in  your  walls. 

They  fhoot  but  calm  words  folded  up  in  fmoalc  ^  « 

To  make  a  faithlefs  error  in  your  ears  5 

Which  truft  accordingly,  kind  citizens. 

And  let  in  us  your  King,  whofe  laboured  fpirits 

Fore- weary 'd  in  this  action  of  fwift  fpeed. 

Crave  harbourage  within  your  city  walls. 

K.  Philip,  When  I  have  faid,  make  anfv^rer  to  us  bo^9 
Loe  in  this  right  hand,  whofe  prote£lion 
Is  moft  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Qf  him  it  holds,  ftands  young  Plantagemt^ 
Son  to  the  cider  brother  of  this  mas^ 

•  IV^hin^^  a  metaphor  for  hulf-of>tn . 
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And  King  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys. 

For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 

In  warlike  march  thefe  greens  before  your  towns 

Being  no  further  enemy  to  you. 

Than  the  conftraint  of  hofpitable  zeal. 

In  the  relief  of  this  oppreffed  child, 

Religioufly  provokes.    Be  pleafed  then 

To  pay  tiiat  duty  which  you  truly  owe 

To  him  that  owns  it,  namely  this  yming  PrincCt 

And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  feear. 

Save  in  afpeft,  have  all  offence  fcaiM  up  : 

Our  cannons  malice  vainly  fhall  be  fpent 

Againft  th*  invulnerable  clouds  of  heaven  ; 

And  with  a  blefTed,  and  unvext  retire. 

With  unhackM  fwords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis*d. 

We  will  bear  home  that  lufty  blood  again 

Which  here  we  c^me  to  fpout  againft  your  town  ; 

And  leave  your  children,  wives  and  you  in  peace. 

But  if  you  fjndly  pafs  our  proffer*d  offer, 

*Tis  not  the  rounder  *  of  your  old-fac^d  walls 

Can  hide  you  from  our  meffengers  of  war  ; 

Though  all  thdt  Englifi,  and  their  difcipline. 

Were  harbourM  in  their  rude  circumference. 

Then  tell  us,  fhall  your  city  call  us  Lord, 

In  that  behalf  wh:ch  we  have  challenged  it  ? 

Or  {hall  we  give  the  fignal  to  our  rage, 

And  rtalk  in  blood  to  our  poffeffion  ? 

CIt.  In  brief,  we  are  the  K-ing  of  England* s  fubj  6(5^5  ; 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town. 

K.  John.  Acknowledge  then  ihii  King,  and  let  me  in, 

Cit.  That  can  we  not  ;  but  he  that  proves  the  King, 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal ;  *till  that  time 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  nga'nft  the  world. 

K.yohn.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  prove  the  King? 
And  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witntffes. 
Twice  fifteen  thoufand  he:\r's  of  E-igland^s  breed  

J3aJ}.  (BaflaHs,  and  elfe.) 

K.  ychn.  To  vfrifie  our  title  with  their  lives. 

K.  Philip,  As  many,  and  as  well  born  bloods  as  thofe — 
*  Or  (trcU. 

Vol.  IV.  S  £afi. 
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Baft.  (Some  baftards  too.) 

K.  Philip,  Stand  in  his  face  to  contradi£l  his  claJiti. 

Cit.  'Till  you  compound  whbfe  right  is  worthieft. 
We  for  the  worthieft  hold  the  right  from  both, 

K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the  fin  of  all  thofe  fouly 
That  to  their  everlafting  refidence. 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  /hail  fleet. 
In  dreadful  tryal  of  our  kingdom's  King! 

Ji^.Fhilip,  Ameny  Amenl  Mount,  chevaliers,  to  arms. 

Baft.  Saint  "G^cr^^  that  fwindg'd  the  Drsgon,ande*crlince 
Sits  on  his  horfeback  at  mine  hoftefs'  door, 
Teach  us  fome  fence  !  Sirrah,  were  I  at  home 
At  your  den.  Sirrah,  with  your  Lionefs, 
I'd  fet  an  Ox-head  to  your  Lion's  hide,  * 
And  make  a  monfter  of  you.  [To  Au{lrla« 

Auft,  Peace,  no  more. 

Baft,  O  tremble,  for  you  hear  the  Lion  roar. 

K.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  playi,  where  we'll  fet  forth 
In  befl  appointn^.ent  all  our  regiments. 

Baft,  Speed  then  to  take  th'  advantage  of  the  field, 

K.  Philip.  It  fhall  be  fo ;  and  at  the  other  hill 
Command  the  left  to  ftand,    God  and  our  right ! 

S  C  E  N  E  IV. 
Eerey  after  excwftons,  enter  the  Herald  of  France  tukk 
trumpets  to  the  gates. 

F.  Her,  You  men  of  Angierty  open  wide  your  gSttce^ 
And  let  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Bretagne  in  j 
Who  by  the  hand  of  France  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Englijh  mother, 
Whofe  fons  lye  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  ground  i 
And  many  a  widow's  hufband  groveling  lyes. 
Coldly  embracing  the  dTcolour'd  earth  ; 
While  vidlory  with  little  lofs  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French^ 
Who  are  at  hand  triumphantly  difplay'd 
To  enter  conquerors  5  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Bretagne y  England^  King,  and  yours. 

♦  The  Arch-Dui'ce  wore  a  Lita^s  hide  y^h'ioh  h^d  ki^ng'd  to  King 
Hiiff^rd  CaturMf'litri, 
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Enter  Englifli  Herald  loith  trumpets. 

E,  Her.  Rejoice,  you  men  of  j^nglers  ;  ring  your  bells  ^ 
King  John,  your  K'ng  and  England^s,  doth  approach. 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day. 
Their  armours,  th  1  marcliM  hence  fo  filver-bright. 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frencbviem  blood. 
There  ftuck  no  plume  in  any  Engljh  creft. 
That  is  removed  by  a  ftaff  of  France. 
Our  colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame  hands, 
That  did  difplay  them  when  we  firft  marchM  forth  } 
And  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntfmen  come 
Our  lufty  Englijb,  all  with  purpled  hands, 
StainM  in  the  dying  flaughter  of  their  foes. 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  vidlors  way. 

Cit.  Heralds,  from  cff  our  tow*rs  we  might  bchoI(3, 
From  firft  to  laft,  the  onfet  and  retire 
Of  both  your  aimies,  whofe  equality 
By  our  beft  eyes  cannot  be  cenfured  ; 
Blood  hath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  anfwer'd  blows  ; 
Strength  match*d  with  fl:rength,'jnd  power  confronted  powers, 
Both  are  alike,  and  both  alike  we  like  ; 
One  muft  prove  greateft.    While  they  weigh  fo  even, 
^Nc  hold  our  t  >wn  for  neither  ;  yet  for  both. 
SCENE    V.      Enter  the  ttuo  Kings  with  their 
Po^tuers  at  ^cveral  Doors. 

X.  John.  Trance,  haft  thou  yet  more  blood  to  caft  away  ?- 
Say,  ftiall  the  current  of  our  right  run  on  ? 
Whofe  paflage,  v<;xt  with  thy  impediment. 
Shall  leave  h  s  native  channel,  and  o'er-fwell 
With  courfe  diftwrb'd  ev'n  thy  confining  fhores  ; 
Unlefs  thou  let  his  filver  water  keep 
A  peaceful  progrefs  to  the  ocean. 

K.  Philip.  England^  thou  haft  not  fav'd  one  drop  of  blood 
In  this  hot  tryal-,  more  than  we  of  France  ; 
Rather  loft  more.    And  by  this  hand  I  fwear 
That  fw.iys  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks, 
Ipcfore  we  will  lay  by  our  juft-born  arma. 
We'll  put  thee  dv-wri  'gainft  whf  m  thefe  arms  we  bear. 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead  ; 
Craving  the  fcroul  that  tells  of  this  war's  lofs. 
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With  flaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  Kings, 

Bajl.  Ha!  Majefty  ;  how,high  thy  glory  towers. 
When  the  rich  blood  of  Kings  is  fet  on  fire  ! 
Oh,  now  doth  Death  line  his  dead  ch?ps  with  fteel  j 
The  fwords  of  foldiers  are  his  teeth,  nis  phangs  j 
And  now  he  feafts,  mouthing  thj  flefh  of  men 
In  undetermined  difF'rences  of  Kings. 
Why  ftnnd  thefe  royal  fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry  havock,  Kin^s  5  back  to  th'f  ftained  field. 
You  equal  Potents,  fiery-kindled  fpirits  ? 
Then  let  confufion  of  one  pai  t  confirm 
The  other's  peace     'till  then,  Mows,  blood,  and  death  I 
K.  yohn.  Whoie  party  do  rhe  townfmen  yet  admit  ? 
K.  Philip.  Speak,  citizens,  for  £/.^/iz«^,who*s  your  King? 
Cit.  The  King  of  England y  whtn  we  know  the  King. 
K.  Philip.  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  ri^ht* 
K.  yohn.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy. 
And  bear  pofleffion  of  our  perfon  here. 
Lord  of  our  prefenc^^,  Angien,  and  of  you. 

Cit,  A  greater  povv'r  than  ye  denies  all  this  9 
And  'till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  fcruple  in  our  ftrong-barr  d  gates,  * 

Baft,  By  heav'n,  thefe  fcr  yles  of  Angiers  flout  yOU,King$j 
And  ftand  fecurely  on  their  battlements 
As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  induftrious  fcenes  and  a£ts  of  death. 
You  royal  prefences,  be  rul'd  by  me  j 
Do  like  the  Mutines  of  Jerufakm, 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjoint'y  bend 
Your  fliarpelt  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town. 
By  eafl  and  weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  batt'ring  cannon  charged  to  the  mouths, 
'Till  their  foul-fearing  clamo^rs  have  braul'd  dowa 
The  flinty  ribs  of.  this  contemptuous  city, 
I'd  play  inceffantly  upon  thefe  jades  , 
Even  'till  unfenced  defolatioa 

•  —  in  our  ftrong-barr'd  gates : 
Kings  of  our  fear,  until  our  fears  refolvM 
Be  by  Ibme  certain  KiJig  purg'd  and  depos'i, 
Biiji.  beav'fl, 


heam 
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X^eave  tbem  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 

That  done,  di/Tever  your  united  ftrengths. 

And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again. 

Turn  face  t  j  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point. 

Then  in  a  moment  fortune  fhall  cull  forth 

Out  of  one  fkie  her  happy  minion, 

To  wh.  m  in  favour  fhe  ihall  give  the  day. 

And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  viftory. 

How  like  you  this  wild  counfel,  mighty  ftates? 

K.  Jobn,  Now  by  the  fky  that  hangs  above  our  hcads^,. 
I  like  it  well.    France^  (hall  we  knit  our  pow'rs, 
And  lay  this  Angitn  even  with  the  ground. 
Then  after,  fight  who  fhall  be  King  of  it  ? 

Bjft,  And  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  King, 
Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevifli  town. 
Turn  ihou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery, 
As  we  will  ours,  againft  thcfe  fawcy  walls ; 
And  when  that  we  have  dafliM  them  to  the.  ground. 
Why  then  defie  each  other,  and  pell-mell 
Make  work  upon  our  felves  for  heav'n  or  hell. 

K.  Philip    Let  it  be  fo  ;  fay,  where  will  you  aflault  ? 

K.  John   We  fi  m  the  weft  will  fend  dcftrudlion 
Into  this  city's  bof  )m. 

yiuji.  I  f  om  th.  north. 

K.  Pbilip.  Our  thunder  from  the  fouth 
Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town.  * 

Cit.  Hear  us,  great  Kings  ;  v  :uchrafe  a  while  to  ftay. 
And  I  fhall  fh  w  you  peace,  and  fair-fac'd  league  5 
Win  you  'his  ci  y  without  ftro.]k  or  wound  j 
Refcue  thof^  breath' ng  livts  to  die  in  beds. 
That  here  come  f  crlfices  for  the  fi  Id  : 
Perfevere  not,  ^but  hear  me,  m  ghty  Kings. 

K.  jfohn  Speak  on  5  with  favour  we  are  bent  to  hear, 

Cit,  That  daughter  there  of  Spair:^  the  Lady  Blanch, 
Is  near  to  Enihnd  j  look  upon  the  years 
Of  Leivis  the  Dauphin y  and  that  lovely  maid, 

♦  -  -  bullets  <  n  this  town. 

Bdjl,  O  pruilciu  d  Icipline  '  from  North  to  South  j 
Aijiria  and  France  Ihoot  ill  each  o'lior'a  mouth. 
I'll  llir  thciij  10  ji  ;  co'iie  avv.»v,  awAy. 

Cit.  Hcdr  us,  great  Kine3,  Wc. 

S3  IF 
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If  lufty  love  fhould  go  in  queft  of  beauty. 

Where  {hould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch  f' 

If  zealous  love  fhould  go  in  fearch  of  virtue. 

Where  fhould  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch? 

If  Jove  ambitious  fought  a  match  of  birth, 

Whofe  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  Lady  Blanch  Z 

Such  as  fhe  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth. 

Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  compleat : 

If  not  compleat,  oh  !  fay  he  is  no^  fhe  ; 

And  fhe  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want. 

If  want  it  be  not,  that  flie  is  not  he. 

He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blefled  man. 

Left  to  be  finifhed  by  fuch  as  fhej 

And  fhe  a  fair  divided  excellence, 

Whofe  fulnefs  of  perfedlion  lyes  in  him. 

O  I  two  fuch  filver  currents,  when  they  joio. 

Do  glorifie  the  banks  that  bound  them  in 

And  two  fuch  f}jores  to  two  fuch  ftreams  made  one. 

Two  fuch  controlling  bounds  fhall  you  be,  Kings,^ 

To  thefe  two  Princes,  if  you  mar-ry  them. 

This  union  fhall  do  more  than  batteiy  can. 

To  our  faft-clofed  gates :  for  at  this  match. 

With  fwiftcr  fpleen  than  powder  can  enforce. 

The  mou-th  of  paffage  fhall  we  fling  wide  ope. 

And  give  you  entrance  j  but  without  this  match. 

The  fea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf. 

Lions  fo  confident,  mountains  and  rocks 

.3o  free  from  motion,  no  not  death  himfelf 

In  mortal  fury  half  fo  peremptory. 

As  we  to  keep  this  city. 

Baft.  Here's  a  f^ay, 
That  fhakes  the  rotten  carcafs  of  old  death 
Out  of  his  rags.    Here^s  a  large  mouth  indeed. 
That  fpits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks  and  feas. 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  Lions, 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy- dogs. 
What  cannoneer  begot  this  lufty  blood  ? 
He  fpeaks  plain  cannon-fire,  and  fmoak  and  bouftcc^ 
,  He  gives  the  baftinado  with  his  tongue  : 
Cur  ears  are  cudgel' d  j  not  a  word'  of  his 
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But  buffets  better  than  a  fift  of  France ; 
Zounds,  I  was  never  fo  bethumpt  with  words* 
Since  I  firft  cali'd  my  brother's  father  dad. 

Eli.  Son,  lift  to  this  conjundion,  make  tliig  match. 
Give  with  our  neice  a  dowry  large  enough  j 
JFor  by  this  knot  thou  (halt  fo  furely  tie 
Thy  now  unfurM  afTurance  to  the  crown. 
That  yon  green  boy  /hall  have  no  fun  to  ripe 
The  bloom  that  promifeth  a  mighty  fruit. 
I  fee  a  yielding  in  the  looks     France  : 
Mark  how  they  whifper,  urge  them  while  Uieir  foulff 
Are  capable  of  this  ambition, 
Left  zeal  now  melted,  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  foft  petitions  pity  and  remorfe  ' 
Coo!  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

Cif.  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  IVfajeflies 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threatenM  town  ? 

K.  Philif>.  Speak  England  firft,  that  hath  been  forward 
To  fpeak  unto  this  city  :  what  fay  you  ?  [firft  i 

K.yoha.  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  they  Princely  fon^ 
Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read  I  lo've  j 
Her  dowry  fliall  weigh  equal  with  a  Queen. 
For  Anjouy  and  fair  Touraine,  Maine,  PoiSiiers, 
-And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  fca, 
(Except  this  city  now  by  us  befiegM) 
Find  liable  to  our  crown  and  dignity, 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed,  and  make  her  rich 
In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions  j 
As  fhein  heautv,  education,  blood, 
Ho'ds  hands  with  any  Princcfs  of  the  wor!d» 

K.  Philip,  What  fay*ft  thou,  boy  ?  look  in  the  Lady*^ 
face. 

Leivis.  I  do,  my  Lord,  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wnnd*rous  miracle,  * 
I  do  proteft  I  never  iov'd  my  felf 

•  —  miracle, 

The  rtiadow  of  my  fcif  form'd  fn  her  eye, 
\Viiich  bciiig  but  the  (h  idovv  of  your  Ion, 
JBccotnf  s  a  Inn,  and  :ual<es  your  loii  a  Hwdow  » 
1  dfi  p;(*cal  —  • 

•Till 
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*Till  now  infixed  I  behpld  my  felf. 
Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye. 

[JVhifperlng  ivttb  Blanch* 

Baji,  Drawn  in  the  flattVing  table  of  her  eye  ! 

Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow  ! 
And  quartered  in  her  heart  I  he  doth  efpie 

Himfelf  love*s  traitor  :  this  is  pity  now. 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quartered,  there  fliould  bff' 
In  fuch  a  love,  fo  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  uncle*s  will  in  this  refpeft  is  mine. 
If  he  fee  ought  in  you  that  makes  him  like, 
That  any  thing,  he  fees,  which  moves  bis  liking, 
I  can  with  eafe  tranflate  it  to  my  will : 
Or  if  you  will,  to  fpeak  more  properly, 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you,  my  Lord, 
That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  love, 
Than  this ;  that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 
(Though  churliih  thoughts  themfelves  fhouldbe  yourjudge> 
That  I  can  find  fhonld  merit  any  hate. 

K.  John,  What  fay  thefe  young  ones  }  what  fay  you, 
my  neice  ? 

Blanch,  That  fhe  is  bound  in  honour  ftill  to  do 
What  you  in  wifdom.  will  vouchfafe  to  fay, 

K*yobn,  Speak  then.  Prince  Dauphin,  can  you  love 
this  Lady  ? 

Le7vis»  Nay^  afk  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  love. 
For  1  do  love  her  moft  unfeignedly. 

K.  John.  Then  do  1  give  VolqueJJin,  ^ouraine,  Maine^ 
PoiBieriy  and  Anjou^  thefe  five  provinces, 
With  her  to  thee,  and  this  addition  more. 
Full  thirty  thoufand  marks  of  Englifl)  coin* 
Philip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleasM  withal, 
Command  thy  fon  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 

Kr'Philip  It  likes  us  well  5  young  Princes,  dofe  youjr 
hands.  * 

♦  dole  your  hands. 

^u/l.  And  your  lips  too,  for  1  am  well  aflur'i 
That  I  did  fo,  when  1  was  hrft  affur'd, 

No«r 
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Now,  ritifens  of  Angters,  ope  your  gat^s. 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made  : 
For  at  Saint  Mary*s  chappel  prefently 
The  rites  of  marriage  fhall  be  foJemniz'd« 
Is  not  the  Lady  Conjiance  in  this  troop  ? 
I  know  flie  is  not ;  for  this  match  made  up 
Her  prefence  would  have  interrupted  much. 
Where  is  /he  and  her  fon,  tell  me,  who  knows  ? 

Lewis.  Sh'is  fad  and  paflionate  at  your  Highnefs'  tent. 

K»  Pbiflp,  Aod  by  my  faith,  this  league  that  we  have 
made 

Will  give  her  fadnefs  very  little  cure. 

Brother  of  Ertglandy  how  may  we  content 

This  widow  Lady  ?  in  her  right  we  came, 

"Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turnM  another  way 

To  our  own  vantage. 

K.  John.  We  will  heal  up  all, 

For  we'Jl  create  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Brefagne, 

And  Earl  of  Richmond ;  and  this  rich  fair  town 

We  make  him  Lord  of.    Call  the  Lady  Conjiance, 

Some  fpeedy  meflenger  bid  her  repair 

To  our  folemnity  :  I  truft  we  fhall, 

If  not  fill  up  the  meafure  of  her  will. 

Yet  in  fome  meafure  falisfie  her  fo. 

That  we  fhall  flop  her  exclamation. 

Go  we,  as  well  as  hafie  will  fuffer  us. 

To  this  unlook'd  for,  unprepared  pomp.     [Exeunt  all  hut 
SCENE    VL  [Bail. 
Baft»  Mad  world,  mad  Kings,  mad  compofition  ! 
John  to  (lop  Artbur'^s  title  in  the  whole, 

Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part : 

And  France y  whofe  armour  confcience  buckled  on. 

Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field 

As  God*s  own  foldier,  rounded  in  the  ear 

With  that  fame  purpofe-changer,  that  fly  devil. 

That  broker,  that  flill  breaks  the  pate  of  faith. 

That  daily  break-vow,  he  that  wins  of  all. 

Of  Kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids. 

Who,  as  they  have  no  external  thing  to  lofe 

But  the  word  maids,  cheats  the  poor  maids  of  that. 

That 
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That  fmooth-facM  gentleman,  tickling  Commodity  § 
Commodity,  the  biafs  of  the  world : 
The  world,  which  of  it  felf  is  poifed  well. 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground  ; 
'Till  this  advantage,  this  vile-drawing  biafs^ 
This  fway  of  motion,  this  Commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency. 
From  all  direction,  purpofe,  courfe,  intents 
And  this  fame  biafs,  this  Commodity, 
This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all-changing  word, 
Clapt  on  the  outward  eye  of  ^cklc  France, 
Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determined  aid,^ 
From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  war. 
To  a  moft  bafe  and  vile-concluded  peacc« 
And  why  rail  I  on  this  Commodity  ? 
But  for  bccaufe  he  hath  not  wooed  me  yet. 
Nor  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hand. 
When  his  fair  angels  would  falute  my  palm  j 
But  that  my  hand,  as  unattemptcd  yet. 
Like  a  pogr  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 
Well  !  while  1  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail^ 
And  fay  there  is  no  fin  but  to  be  rich  : 
And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  fhall  bc^ 
To  fay  there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary. 
Since  Kings  break  faith  upon  Commodity, 
i  Gain,  be  my  Lord !  for  I  will  worfhip  thee. 

ACT   IIL     S  C  E  N  E  L 

^be  French  Khg^s  Panfilion. 
Enter  Conftance,  Arthur  and  Salilbury* 
Confi,         One  to  be  marry 'd  !  gone  to  fwear  a  peace ! 

Vjr  Faife  blood  to  falfe  blood  join'd !  Gone  to  be 
friends ! 

Shall  Leivis  have  Blanch,  and  Blanch  thofe  provinces  ? 

It  is  not  fo;  thou  haft  mif-fpoke,  mif-heard  ? 

Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again. 

It  cannot  be  ;  thou  doft  but  fay  'tis  fo. 

I  think  I  may  not  truft  thee,  for  thy  word 

Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man : 

I  have  a  King's  oath  to  the  contrary. 

Thou 
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Thou  (halt  he  punifhM  for  thus  frighting  me. 

For  I  am  fick  and  capable  of  fears, 

Oppreft  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears  i 

A  wido\/^,  hulbandlefs,  fubje£l  to  fearst 

A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears. 

And  though  thou  now  confefs  thou  didft  but  jefl-. 

With  my  vfext  fpirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce. 

But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  djy. 

What  doft  thou  mean  by  /baking  of  thy  head  ? 

Why  doft  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  fon  ? 

What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breaft  of  thine  ? 

Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum. 

Like  a  proud  river  peering  o*er  his  bounds  ? 

Be  thefe  fad  figns  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 

Then  fpeak  again  ;  not  all  thy  former  tale. 

But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

Sal,  As  true,  as  I  believe  you  think  them  falfe 
That  give  you  caufc  to  prove  my  faying  true- 

Conft,  Oh,  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  forrow 
Teach  thou  this  forrow  how  to  make  me  die  5 
And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  fo, 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defp'rate  men, 
Which,  in  the  very  meeting,  fall  and  die. 
Lewis  wed  Blanch !  O  boy,  then  where  art  thou  ? 
France  friend  with  England!  what  becomes  of  n>e  ? 
Fellow,  be  gone,  I  cannot  brook  thy  /ight.  * 

Artb,  I  do  befeech  you,  mother,  be  content. 

Conjl,  If  thou  that  bidft  me  be  content  wert  grhn 
Ugly,  and  iland'rous  to  thy  mother's  womb. 
Full  of  unpleafing  blots,  and  fightlefs  ftains, 
I-^me,  fooiifli,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigious. 
Patched  with  foul  moles,  and  eye-offending  marks^ 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content : 
For  then  I  /hould  not  love  thee  :  no,  nor  thou 
Become  thy  great  birih,  nor  deferve  a  crown. 

•  —  I  cannot  brook  thy  light  : 

This  news  hath  made  vhee  a  moft  u^Iy  man. 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  Lady,  done, 
But  fpokc  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done 

Conjl.  Which  harm  wiihin  it  felf  fo  heinous  is, 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  fpeak  o(  U. 
^tb.  I  do  bslctch  yo'J,  fi£f.'. 
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But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  hoy ! 

Nature  and  Fortune  joinM  to  make  thee  great,  ' 

Of  Nature's  gifts  thou  may* ft  with  lilies  boalf. 

And  with  the  half-blown  rofe.   But  Fortune,  oh  ? 

She  5s  corrupted,  changed,  and  won  from  thee. 

Adulterates  hourly  with  thine  uncle  John, 

And  with  h^r  golden  hand  hath  pluckt  on  Franet 

To  tread  down  fair  refpeft  of  fovereignty. 

And  made  his  Majefty  the  bawd  to  theirs. 

France  is  a  bawd  to  Fortune,  and  to  Johrt^ 

That  ftrumpet  Fortune,  that  ufurping  John  / 

Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forfwom^ 

Envenom  him  with  word?,  or  get  thee  gone. 

And  leave  thefe  woes  alone  which  I  alone 

Am  bound  to  under-tear. 

Sal,  Pardon  me.  Madam, 
I  may  net  go  without  you  to  the  Kings. 

Conft.  Thou  may'/},  thou  /halt,  I  will  not  go  With  thccf 
I  will  inftrud  my  farrow  to  be  proud  ; 
For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  flout. 
To  me,  and  to  the  ftate  of  my  great  grief. 
Let  kings  affemble  :  for  my  grief's  fo  great. 
That  no  fupporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up  :  Here  I  and  forrow  fit; 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  Kings  come  bow  to  it. 

[S;Vi  d^n  on  tbeFkor^ 
SCENE  II. 
Enter  King  John,  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Blanch,  Elinor, 
the  Bafiard,  and  Auftria. 
K.  Philip.  'Tis  true,  fair  daughter ;  and  thi^  blefled  day 
Ever  in  France  fhall  be  kept  feftival : 
To  folemnize  this  day,  the  glorious  fun 
Stays  in  his  courfe,  and  plays  the  aichymifl. 
Turning  with  fplendor  of  his  precious  eye 
The  meager  cloddy  earth  to  glittring  gold. 
The  yearly  courfe  that  brings  this  day  about. 
Shall  never  fee  it  but  a  holy-day, 

Corjl.  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  holy-day.  [Rijngm 
"What  hath  this  day  deferv'd  ?  whn  hath  it  done. 
That  it  in  golden  letters  /hould  be  fet 
Among  the  high-tides  m  the  kalcii<kr  ?  Nay 
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Nay,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week. 
This  day  of  fhame,  oppreflioii,  perjury  : 
Or  if  it  mufl  fland  ftill,  Jet  wives  with  child 
Pray  that  their  burthens  may  not  fall  this  day. 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft  : 
Except  this  day,  let  feamen  fear  no  wreck  5 
No  bargains  break,  that  are  not  this  day  made  j 
This  day  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end. 
Yea,  faith  it  felf  to  hollow  fjlfhood  change  ! 

K.  Philip,  By  heaven.  Lady,  you  fliall  have  no  caufe 
To  curfe  the  fair  proceedings  of  ihis  day  ; 
Have  I  not  pawnM  to  you  my  Majefty  ? 

Conji.  You  have  begiiil'd  me  with  a  counterfeit 
Refembling  Majefty,  which  touch'd  and  try'd 
Proves  vakielefs :  you  are  forfworn,  forfworn. 
You  came  in  arms  to  fpill  my  enemies  blood. 
But  now  in  arms,  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours. 
The  grapling  vigour  and  rough  frown  of  war 
Is  coord  in  amity  and  paint'jd  peace. 
And  our  oppreffion  hath  made  up  this  league. 
Arm,  arm,  ye  heav'ns,  againft  thefe  perjur*d  Kings  ! 
A  widow  cries,  be  hufband  to  me,  heav'n  I 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  d:iy 
Wear  out  the  dny  in  peace  ;  but  ere  fun-fet. 
Set  armed  difcoid  'twixt  thefe  perjur'd  Kings. 
Hear  me,  oh  hear  me  ! 

Aiiji,  Lady  Canjiance^  pence. 
Conft.  War,  war,  no  peace  ;  peace  is  to  me  a  war  : 
O  Lymoges,  O  Aujlria  !  thou  doft  fliame 
That  bloody  fpoil :  thou  flave,  thou  wretch,  thou  coward. 
Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villainy  : 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftrongcr  fide  ; 
Thou  fortune's  champion,  thjt  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humourous  Lady-fhipis  by 
To  teach  thee  fafety  j  thou  art  p^rjur'd  too, 
And  footh'ft  up  greatnefs.    What  a  fool  art  tho«, 
A  ramping  fool,  to  brag,  to  ftamp,  and  fwcar, 
Up-»n  my  party  j  thou  cold-blooded  ([.we, 
Haft  thou  not  fpoke  like  thun^^er  on  my  fide, 
Been  fworn  my  ibldier,  bidding  d^-pend 
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Upon  thy  ftars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  flrcngth  ? 
And  doft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 
Thou  wear  a  Lion's  hide !  doff  it  for  iham^, 
And  hang  a  calve's-lkin  on  thofe  recreant  Hmbs. 

J^uji.  O  that  a  man  would  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me  f 

Baft,  And  hang  a  calve's-/kin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 

Auft.  Thou  dar*ft  not  fay  fo,  villain,  for  thy  life. 

Baft.  And  hang  a  calve's-fkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs^ 

Jluft.  Me  thinks  that  Richard's  pride  and  Richard's  fall 
Should  be  a  precedent  to  fright  you,  Sir. 

Baft.  What  words  are  thefe  ?  how  do  my  finews  fhake  ! 
My  father's  fee  clad  in  my  father's  fpoil  I 
How  doth  AlcElo  whifper  in  my  ears, 
Delay  not^  Richard,  kill  the  'villain  ftrait, 
Difroht  him  cf  the  watchlefs  monument , 
Thy  father'' s  triumph  o\r  the  favages  ! 
Now  by  his  foul  I  fwcar,  my  father's  foul. 
Twice  will  I  not  review  the  morning's  rife, 
'Till  I  have  torn  that  trophy  from  thy  back, 
And  fplit  thy  heart,  for  wearing  it  fo  long. 

K.  yohn.  We  like  not  this,  thou  doft  forget  thy  fclf. 
SCENE    III.      Ef:ter  Pandulph. 

K.  Philip.  Here  comes  the  holy  Legate  of  the  Pope. 

Pavd.  Hail,  yow  anointed  Deputies  of  heav'n  ! 
To  thee.  King  John,  my  holy  errand  is  j 
I  Pandulph,  of  tair  Milain  Cardinal, 
And  fn  ni  Pope  hmccent  the  Legate  here, 
Do  in  his  name  religioufiy  demand 
Why  thou  aga'nft  the  church  our  holy  mother 
So  wilfully  dcfl  fpui-n,  and  force  perforce 
Keep  Stephen  Langtcn,  chcfen  Archbifhcp 
Of  Canterbury,  fnmi  that  holy  See? 
This  in  our  forcfaid  holy  father's  name 
Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  Jckn.  What  earthiy  name  to  interrogatorie.-, 
Can  tax  the  free  breath  of  a  facred  King  ? 
Thou  can/l  not,  Cardinal,  rievife  a  name 
So  fi'ght,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous, 
To  charge  tne  to  an  anfwtr,  as  the  Pope. 
*rcll  him  this  tale^  and  from  the  mouth  of  England 
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Add  thus  much  more,  that  nj  Italian  prieft 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions : 
But  as  we  under  heaven  are  fupreme  head. 
So,  under  it,  that  great  fupremacy 
Where  we  do  reign  we  will  alone  uphold. 
Without  th'  afTiftance  of  a  mortal  hand. 
So  tell  the  Pope,  all  rev'rence  Tet  apart 
To  him  and  his  ufarp'd  authority. 

K.Philip,  Brother  of  England ,  you  blafpheme  m  this. 

K.  John.  Though  you ,  and  all  the  Kings  of  Chriftendom 
Are  led  fo  groOy  by  this  medling  prieft. 
Dreading  the  curfe  that  mony  may  buy  out; 
And  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  drofs,  dull, 
Purchafe  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man. 
Who  in  that  fale  fells  pardon  from  himfelf : 
Though  you,  and  all  the  reft  fo  grofjy  led, 
This  jugling  witch-craft  with  revenue  cherifh. 
Yet  I  alone,  alone,  do  me  oppofe 
Againft  the  Pope,  and  count  his  frien.-^s  my  foes. 

Pand,  Then  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have  * 
Thou  (halt  ftand  curs'd,  and  excommunicate  j 
And  bleflcd  fliall  he  be  that  d,  th  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  hercticic. 
And  meritorious  /hall  that  hand  be  caU'd, 
Canonized  and  worfhipp'd  as  a  Saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  courfe 
Thy  hateful  life, 

Conft.  O,  lawful  let  it  be 
That  I  have  leave  with  Rome  to  curfe  a  while. 
Good  father  Cardinal,  cry  thou  Amen 
To  my  keen  curfes  5  for  without  my  wrong 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  pow*r  to  curfe  him  right. 

Pand.  There's  law  and  warrant,  Lndy,  for  my  curfe, 

Confi.  And  for  mine  too,  when  law  can  do  no  ri^^ht^ 
Let  it  be  lawful  that  bw  bar  no  wrong : 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here  5 
For  he  that  holds  his  kingdom  holds  the  law  j 
Therefore  fince  law  it  felf  is  [crfe£r  wrong. 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curfe  ? 

Pand^  Philip  of  Ft  ance,  on  peril  of  a  curfe 

T  ^  Ut 
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Let  go  the  hand  of  that  Arch-hei  etick, 

And  raife  the  pow'r  of  France  upon  his  head, 

Unlefs  he  do  fubm  t  himfelf  to  Rome, 

Eli,  Look'ft  thou  pale,  France  f  do  not  let  go  thy  hand. 

Conft,  Look  to  that,  devil  !  left  that  France  repent. 
And  by  di  j  .ining  hands  hell  lofe  a  foul. 

Aujl.  King  Philip y  liften  to  the  Cardinal. 

Baji.  And  hang  a  calve*s-fkin  on  his  recreant  limbs, 

Auji,  Well,  rulfian,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs, 
Becaufe  

Bafi,  Your  breeches  heft  may  carry  them. 

K.  John.  Fbilip,  what  fay' ft  thou  to  the  Cardinal? 

Cohfi.  Vvh.it  Ihould  he  fay,  but  as  the  Cardinal  ? 

Leiuis.  Kethink  you,  father}  for  the  difference 
Is  purchafe  of  a  heavy  curfe  from  Rome, 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  friend  j 
Forego  the  eafier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curfe  of  Rome, 

Conji.  Leiuisj  ftand  faft,  the  devil  tempts  thee  here 
In  likf-nefs  rf  a  new  and  trimmed  bride.  * 

K.  rhilip.  I  am  perplext,  aiid  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pand.  Wh.t  can'ft  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee  more. 
If  thou  ftand  excommunicate  and  cursM  ? 

K.  Phil:p.  Good  rev'rend  father,  make  my  perfon  yours. 
And  tell  me  how  you  would  beftow  your  felf ; 
This  ro ;.al  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit. 
And  the  conjunction  of  our  inward  fouls 
Marry'd  in  league,  coupled  and  linked  together 
With  all  religious  ftrength  of  facred  vows  : 

*   a  new  and  trimmed  brMe. 

Eianch.  The  L3dy  Corjiance  fj;eaks  not  from  her  faith  : 
But  from  her  need. 

ConJi,  Oh,  if  thou  grant  my  need, 
Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith. 
That  need  n\ui\  needs  infer  this  principle, 
Thit  f;iiih  woifid  live  again  by  death  of  need  : 
O  then  tread  down  my  need,  and  fajth  mounts  up  J 
Keep  my  need  up,  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.  John.  The  Kinp  is  niovM,  and  anlwers  not  to  thi5« 

Conii.  O,  be  ^eniov'd  from  him  ;  and  anfwer  well. 

j^ufi.  Do  fo,  King  Fhiitpy  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

Bc-Ji-  Hang  nothing  but  a  calve's-skin,  moil  fweet  lOUt. 

K.  PbiLip.  I  aw  perplext,  (sfc* 
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The  latel^  breath,  that  gave  the  found  of  words. 

Was  d'.ep-fworn  raith,  peace,  amity,  true  love 

Between  our  kingdoms  and  our  royal  felves. 

And  even  before  this  trace,  but  new  before. 

No  longer  than  we  well  could  wafh  our  hands 

To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace, 

Heav'n  knows  they  v/ere  bcfmearM  and  ovcr-ftam'd 

With  flaughter's  pencil  j  where  revenge  did  paint 

The  fearful  difference  of  incenfed  Kings, 

And  ihall  thefe  hands,  fo  lately  purgM  of  blood. 

So  newly  joinM  in  love,  fo  ftrong  in  both, 

Unyoke  this  feifure,  and  this  k^nd  regreet  ?  ^ 

Play  faft  and  loofe  with  faith  ?  fo  jeft  with  heav 

Make  fuch  unccnft.uit  children  of  our  fclves, 

As  now  a&ain  to  fnatch  our  palm  from  palm  ? 

Unfwear  faith  fworn,  and  on  the  marnage-bed 

Of  fmiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  hoft. 

And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 

0(  true  finccrity  ?  O  holy  Sir, 

My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  fo ; 

Out  of  your  grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 

Some  gentle  order,  and  we  fhall  be  bleft 

To  do  your  pleafure,  and  continue  friends, 

Pand,  All  form  is  formlefs,  or^er  orderlefs. 
Save  what  is  oppofite  to  England:^  love. 
Therefore  to  arms  !  be  champion  of  our  church  , 
Or  let  the  church  our  mother  breathe  hir  cur.e, 
A  mother's  curfe  on  her  revolting  fon. 
France,  thou  may' ft  hold  a  fcrpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  chafed  Lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 
A  falling  Tyger  iafer  by  the  tooth. 
Than  ke''p  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  doft  hold. 
K  Phil  p.  I  may  dif-join  my  hand,  but  not  my  toitn, 
Pand.  So  mak'ft  thou  taith  an  enemy  to  faith  j 
And  like  a  civil  war  fct'ft  oath  to  oath. 
Thy  tongue  againft  thy  tongue.    O,  let  thy  vovv 
Firft  made  to  heav'n,  firft  be  to  hoav'n  perform  d. 
That  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church. 
What  fince  thou  fwor'ft,  is  fworn  agamft  thy  lelt. 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thy  feif, 
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For  that  which  thou  hall  fworn  to  do  amifs. 

Is  mofl  amifs,  when  it  is  truly  done  : 

And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill^ 

The  truth  is  then  moft  done,  not  doing  it. 

The  be  ter  a<St  of  purpofes  miftook 

Is  to  miftake  again  j  though  indireft, 

Yet  indireftion  thereby  grows  direft. 

And  fdlfhood  falfhood  cures,  as  fire  cools  fire 

Within  th'e  fcorched  veins  of  one  new-burned. 

It  ie  religirn  that  doth  make  vows  kept. 

But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  religion  : 

By  that  ihou  fwear'ft  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear'ft  } 

And  mak'il  an  oath  the  furety  for  the  truth 

Againft  an  rath,  that  truth  thou  ait  untrue 

To  fwear  :  fvvear  only  not  to  be  forfworn  ; 

Elfe  what  a  mockery  fhould  it  be  to  fwear  ! 

But  thou  doft  fwear,  only  to  be  forfworn. 

And  mcft  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  doft  fv/ear. 

Therefore  thy  latter  vows,  againft  thy  firft. 

Is  in  thy  fclf  rebellion  to  thy  fe'f  ; 

And  better  conqueft  never  canft  thou  make. 

Than  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobler  parts 

Againft  thefe  giddy,  loofe  fuggeftions  : 

Upon  which  better  part,  our  pray'rs  ccme  in. 

If  thou  vouchfafe  them.    But  if  not,  then  know 

The  per:}  of  our  curfes  light  on  thee 

So  heavy  as  thou  fhalt  not  ftiake  them  off. 

But  in  defpair  die  under  their  black  weight. 

Jhji.  Reb  llion,  flat  rebellion. 

Baft.  Will't  not  be  ? 
Will  not  a  calve*s-fkip  ftop  that  mouth  of  th'ne  ? 

Leivis,  Father,  to  arms  ! 

Blajuh.  Upon  thy  wedding-day  ? 
Againft  the  blood  that  thou  haft  married  > 
What,  ftiall  our  feaft  be  kept  with  flanphter'd  men  ? 
Shall  braying  trumpets,  and  loti4  churlifti  dnims. 
Clamours  of  hell,  be  meafures  to  our  pomp  ? 
O  huftsand,  hear  me:  ay,  alack,  how  new 
Is  huft?and  in  my  mouth  !  ev*n  for  that  name 
Which  *till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ae'er  pronounce. 
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Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 

Againft  mine  uncle, 
'  Ccnji.  O,  upon  my  knee, 

Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee. 

Thou  virtuous  Dauphin^  alter  not  the  doom 

Forethought  by  heav'n. 

Blanch,  Now  fiiall  I  fee  thy  love ;  what  motive  may 

Be  ftronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife  ? 

Conft,  That  which  upholdeth  him,  that  thee  upholds. 

His  hoilour.    O,  thine  honour,  Lewis,  thine  honour  t 
Lewis.  I  mufe  your  Majel^y  doth  feem  fo  eold. 

When  fuch  profound  refpe£l3  do  pull  you  on. 
Pa7Hl.  I  will  denounce  a  curfe  upon  his  head. 

Philip.  Thou  flialt  not  need.    England,  I'll  fall' 
from  thee, 
Conft.  O  fair  return  of  banifh'd  Majefty  \ 
Eli.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconflancy  ! 
K.yohn.  France,  ihou  (halt  rue  this  hour  within  thisbotsr. 
Baft.  Old  Time  the  clock-fetter,  the  bald  fextonTime, 

Is  it,  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  fliall  rue. 

Blanch.  The  fun's  o'^er-cafl-  with  blood  :  fair  day,  adifiu  ^ 

Which  is  the  fide  that  I  muft  go  withal  ? 

I  am  with  both,  each  army  hath  a  hand. 

And  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both. 

They  \yhirl  afunder,  and  difmember  me. 

Hufband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'ft  win  : 

Uncle,  I  needs  muft  pray  that  thou  may*ft  lofe : 

Father,  I  may  not  wifh  the  fortune  thine: 

Grandam,  I  will  not  wifh  thy  wifhea  thrive  i 

Whoever  wins,  on  that  fide  lhall  I  lofe  , 

Affured  lofs,  before  the  match  be  playM. 

Leivis.  Lady,  with  me,  with  me  thy  fortune  l^es, 
Blanch.  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there  my  lifedies^ 
K.  yohn,  Coufin,  go  draw  our  puillance  together. 

[Exrt  Bait. 

France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath  j 
A  rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition. 
That  nothing  can  allny,  nothing  but  blood, 
Tks  blcodj  aad  dcii^eil  v^Iu'd  Uccxi  of  France, 

K.  Philip 
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K.  Philip*  Thy  rage  flialJ  burn  thee  up,  and  thou  /halt 
To  aflies,  ere  our  blood  fhall  quench  that  fire  :  [turi* 
Look  to  thy  felf,  thou  arc  in  jeopardy, 

K.  John,  No  more  than  he  that  threats.    To  arms  let's 
hie.  [Exeunt, 
S  C  E  N  E    IV,      A  Field  of  Battle, 
Alarms,  Excurfiom  :  Enter  Baftard  ivith  Auftria'f  head. 
Bafi.  Now,  by  my  hfe,  this  day  grows  wond'rou^  hot,. 
Some  fiery  devil  hovers  in  the  Iky, 
And  pours  down  mifchief.    Aujiria^  head  lye  there. 
Thus  hath  King  Ri chard'' s  fon  perform' d  his  vow. 
And  offtr'd  Auj'iria^s  blood  for  facrifice 
Unto  his  father's  ever- living  foul. 

Enter  King  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert. 

K.  yohn.  There,  Hubert,  keep  this  boy,  Coufin, 

My  mother  is  aflailcd  in  our  tent,  [make  up  j 

And  ta'en,  I  fear. 

BaJ^.  My  Lord,  I  refcu'd  her  : 
Her  Higbnefs  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  not. 
But  on,  my  Liege,  for  very  little  pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end,  [Exeunt^ 

S  C  E  N  E  V. 
Alarms,  Excurfons,  Retreat*    Re-enter  King  John,  Elinor, 
Arthur,  Baftard,  Hubert,  and  Lords, 
K.  John.  So  flidll  it  be  }  your  Grace  fhall  ftay  behind 

[To  Elinor. 

So  ftrongly  guarded  :  coufin,  look  not  fad,     [To  Arthur, 
Thy  grandam  loves  thee,  and  thy  uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee,  as  thy  father  was. 

Arth.  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief. 

K,-  yohn,  Coufin,  away  for  England,  hafte  before, 

[To  the  Bail. 

And  ere  ouj  coming  fee  thou  fhake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  Abbots  \  their  imprifon'd  angels 
Set  thou  at  liberty :  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Muft  by  the  hungry  maw  be  fed  upon. 
Ufe  our  comm'fiion  in  its  utmoft  force. 

Bafi.  Bell,  book,  and  candle  fhall  not  drive  me  baek. 
When  gold  and  filver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
3  kave  your  High/ief^i :  grandam^  I  will  pray. 
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(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy) 
For  your  fair  Tafcty  ;  fo  I  kifs  your  lland. 
Eli.  Farewe],  my  gentle  coufin  ! 

K.John.  Coz,  farewell  [^xzVBaft. 

£Ii,  Come  hither,  little  kinfman,  hark,  a  word. 

[^"TdkifJg  him  to  one  fide  of  the Jlage^ 
K.  John,    [To  Hubert  on  the  other  fide.] 
Come  hither,  Hubert.    O  my  gentle  Hubert y 
We  owe  thee  much ;  within  this  wall  of  flefli 
There  is  a  foul  counts  thee  her  creditor. 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love : 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cherifhcd. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  1  had  a  thing  to  fay  -  ■ 
But  I  will  fit  it  with  fome  better  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  Vm  almoft  afham*d 
To  fay  what  good  rcfpeO:  I  have  of  thee. 

Hub,  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  Majefty. 

K.  John.  Good  friend,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fay  fo  yet^ 

But  thou  flialt  have  and  creep  time  ne'er  fo  flow^ 

Yet  it  fhall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 

1  had  a  thing  to  fay  but  let  it  go : 

The  fun  is  in  the  heav'n,  and  the  proud  day^ 

Attended  with  the  pl-'afures  of  the  world. 

Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gaudes 

To  give  me  audience.    If  the  midnight  bell 

Did  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth 

Soun  i  One  unto  the  drowfie  race  of  night  5 

If  this  fame  were  a  church-yard  where  we  ftand. 

And  thou  poflcfTcd  with  a  thoufand  wrongs  5 

Or  if  that  fuvly  fpirit  Melancholy 

Had  bak*d  thy  blood  and  made  it  heavy-thick, 

"Which  elfe  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins. 

Making  that  ideot  Laughter  keep  mens  eyes. 

And  ftrain  their  checks  to  idle  merriment  } 

(A  pafTion  hateful  to  my  purpofes) 

Or  if  that  thou  could' fl  fee  me  without  eyes. 

Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 

Without  a  tongue,  ufing  conceit  nl<me. 

Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  found  of  words ; 

Thea^ 
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Then,  in  defpight  of  broacUey'd  watchful  day, 
I  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts  : 

But  ah,  I  will  not  yet  I  love  thee  well, 

And  by  my  troth  I  think  thou  lov'ft  me  welu 

Huh.  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake. 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjundl  to  my  adt. 
By  heav'n,  I'd  do't. 

K-  John.  Do  not  I  know  thou  would'ft  ? 
Good  Huberty  Hubert^  Hubert^  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy  :  Til  tell  thee  what,  my  friendi> 
He  is  a  very  ferpent  in  my  way, 
And  wherefoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread. 
He  lyes  before  me.    Doft  thou  underftand  me  ^ 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub.  And  I'll  keep  him  fo, 
That  he  fhall  not  offend  your  Majefly. 

K.John.  Death. 

Hub.  My  Lord  ? 

K.  John.  A  Grave. 

Hub.  He  /hall  not  live. 

K.  John.  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now.    Hubert,  I  love  thee  J 
Well,  ril  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee  : 

Remember  :  Madam,  fare  you  well.  i 

[Returning  to  the  ^een^ 
I'll  fend  thofepow'rs  o*er  to  your  Majefty. 

Elt.  My  bleffing  go  with  thee  I 

K.  John.  For  England,  coufin,  go. 
Hubert  fhall  be  your  man,  t*  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  duty  ;  on  toward  Calais y  ho  !  [Exeunt^ 
SCENE    VI.     The  French  Court, 

Enter  King  Philip^  Lewis,  Pandulpho,  and  Attendants, 

K.  Philip.  So  by  a  roaring  tempellon  tKc  flood, 
A  whole  armado  of  collefted  fail 
Is  fcatter'd  and  disjoined  from  fellowfliip. 

Pand.  Courage  and  comfort,  all  fhall  yet  go  well. 

K.  Philips  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  ruafo  ill  ^ 
Are  we  not  beaten     Is  not  Angiers  loft  ! 
^4rtbur  tdi,\n  prisoner  ?  divers  dear  friends  flain  ? 

And 
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And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'er-bearing  interruption,  fpight  of  France  f 

Lewii.  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fortify'd  : 
io  hot  a  fpecd,  with  fuch  advice  difpos'd. 
Such  temperate  order  in  fo  fierce  a  courfe. 
Doth  want  example  j  who  hath  read  or  heard 
Of  any  kindred  aftion  like  to  this  ? 

K.  Philip.  Well  could  I  bear  tliat  England  had  this  praife^ 
So  we  could  find  feme  pattern  of  our  fhame. 

Enter  Conftance. 
Look>  who  comes  here  ?  a  Grave  unto  a  foul^ 
Holding  th'  eternal  fpirit  'gainft  her  will 
In  the  vile  prifon  of  afHi£ted  breath  ; 
I  pr*ythee,  Lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Conjl^  Lo  now  }  now  fee  the  ifiue  of  your  peace. 

K.  Philip,  Patience,  good  Lady  j  comfort,  gentle  Con- 
jinnee. 

Conft,  No,  I  defie  all  counfel,  all  redrefs. 
But  that  which  ends  all  counfel,  true  redcefs. 
Death  ;  death,  oh  amiable,  lovely  death  ! 
Arife  forth  from  thy  couch  of  Jafling  night, 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  profperity. 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  bones  dcteftable; 
And  put  my  eye-balls  in  thy  vaulty  brows. 
And  ring  thcfe  fingers  with  thy  houfhold  worms, 
And  flop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulfom  duft. 
And  be  a  carrion  monfter  like  thy  felf ; 
Come,  grin  on  me,  and  I  v/ill  think  thou  fmiTft, 
And  kifs  thee  as  thy  wife  j  thou  Love  of  Mifery  ! 
O  come  to  me  ! 

K.  Philip.  O  fairaffl'.aion,  peace  ! 

Conji  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry  j. 

0  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth, 
Th?ri  with  a  paflion  I  would  fbake  the  world, 
Aijd  roure  from  flecp  that  fell  Anatomy, 
Which  cannot  hear  a  Lady's  feeb-c  voice, 

And  I'corns  a  modern  invocation.  * 

Pand,  Lady,  you  utter  madnefs,  and  notforrow. 
Conf}.  Thou  art  not  holy  to  bs  lie  me  fo  j 

1  am  not  mad  ;  this  hair  I  tear  is  mine  i 

My 
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My  name  is  Conjlance,  I  was  Geffrey  %  v/ife  5 

Young  Arthur  is  my  fon,  and  he  is  loft  ! 

I  am  not  mad,  I  would  to  heav'n  I  were. 

For  then  'tis  like  I  fhould  forget  my  ft4f. 

O,  if  I  could,  what  grief  fliould  1  forget!  * 

I  am  not  mad  ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 

The  different  plague  of  each  calamity,  -j- 

Oh  father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay 

That  we  (hall  fee  and  know  our  friends  in  heav'n  \ 

If  that  be,  I  fhali  fee  my  boy  again. 

For  fince  the  birth  of  C«;»,  the  firft  male -child. 

To  him  that  did  but  yefterday  fufpire. 

There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  creature  born. 

But  now  will  canker  forrow  eat  my  bud, 

And  chafe  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek, 

And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghoft. 

As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit, 

And  fo  he'll  die  ;  and  rifing  fo  again, 

*  - —  fhould  1  forget  \ 
Preach  fome  philolophy  to  make  me  mTtl, 
And,  Cardinil,  thou  fhalt  be  canonizM  ; 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  fenfible  of  grief. 
My  reafonabis  part  produces  realon 
How  I  may  be  deliverM  of  theie  woes. 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  my  T-lf. 
If  1  were  mad,  I  rtiould  forget  my  Ion, 
Or  madly  think  a  babe  of  c  outs  were  he  : 
1  am  not  mad  j  Gf:, 

t  —  of  each  calamity. 

K.  Thihp.  Bind  up  thofe  tre(Tes  ;  O,  what  love  1  note 
Tn  the  fair  multitude  of  thofc  her  hairs  ; 
Where  but  by  chance  a  diver  drop  hath  fallen, 
Ey'n  to  that  droo  ten  thoufand  wiery  friends 
Do  glew  themfeives  in  fociable  grief, 
Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  loves, 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 

C.ovft.  To  England,  if  you  will. 

K.  Philip.  Bind  up  your  hair-;. 

Cen^.  Yes,  thst  I  will  ;  and  whtrtforf        I  do  it? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds,  and  cry'd  aloud, 
b  that  thefe  hjiuls  could  fo  redeem  my  fon. 
As  they  have  giv'n  thele  hairs  their  liberty! 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty. 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 
Becaufe  my  poor  child  is  a  priioner. 
Oh  father  Cardinal,  Cs^. 

When 
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When  I  fljill  meet  him  in  the  Court  of  heav'n 
1  (hall  not  know  him  ;  therefore  never,  never 
Mil  ft  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Pand,  You  hold  too  heinous  a  refpefl  of  grief, 

Conjl.  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  fon. 

K.  Philip.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief  as  of  your  child. 

Cofjft,  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  abfent  child  : 
Lyes  in  his  bed,  walks  up  an  \  down  with  me  j 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts  ; 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form  | 
Then  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief. 
Fare  you  well,  had  you  fuch  a  Jofs  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head, 

[Tcan'irg  off'  her  bead-cloath. 
When  there  is  fuch  difurder  in  my  wit. 
O  Lord,  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  fon  ! 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  ail  the  world. 
My  widow-comfort,  and  my  forrow's  cure  !  [Exit* 
K.  Philips  I  fear  fome  outrage,  and  I'll  follow  her. 

lExit. ' 

SCENE  vn. 

Leivis,  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me  joy  ; 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  jt' twice-told  tale. 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  "of  a  drowfie  man. 
A  bitter  fliame  hath  fpoilt  the  fweet  world's  tafle. 
That  it  yields  nought  but  fhame  and  bitternefs. 

Pand,  Before  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  difcafe, 
Ev'n  in  the  inftant  of  repair  and  health. 
The  fit  is  flrongeft  :  evils  that  t?ake  leave. 
On  their  departure,  moft  of  all  fhew  evil. 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofing  or  this  day  ? 

Leivts.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happinefs, 

Pand.  If  ypu  had  won  it,  certainly  you  had. 
No,  no  ;  when  fortune  means  to  men  moft  good. 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  thrtat'ning  eye. 
'Tis  ftrange  to  think  how  much  King  John  hath  loft 
In  this,  which  he  accounts  i'o  clearly  won. 
Are  not  you  griev'd  that  Arthur  is  his  prifoner  ? 

Vol,  IV.  U  Lvwi 
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Lewis.  As  heartily  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  hlnii 

Pand,  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  fpeak  with  a  prophetick  fpi^it  5 
For  ev'n  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  tfS  fpeak 
Shall  blow  each  duft,  each  ftraw,  each  little  rub 
Out  of  the  path  which  fhall  dired):ly  lead 
Thy  foot  to  England's  throne  :  and  therefore  mark, 
yobn  hath  feiz'd  Jtrtkur,  and  it  cannot  be 
That  whilft  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veinj. 
The  mifplac'd  ydn  ihould  entertain  an  hour, 
A  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath,  of  reft, 
A  fcepter  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand, 
Muft  be  as  boiftVoufly  maintained,  as  gain*d» 
And  he  that  ftands  upon  a  /lipp^jy  place. 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  ftay  him  up. 
That  John  may  ftand  then,  Arthur  needs  muft  fall  j 
So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  but  be  fo. 

Lewis.  But  what  fhali  I  gain  by  young  Arthur^^  fall  ? 

Pand'  You,  in  the  right  of  Lady  Blan  k  your  wife. 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 

Lewis*  And  lofe  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 

Pand.  How  green  you  are,  and  frefh  in  this  old  world  ? 
'John  lays  you  plots  5  the  times  confpire  with  you  j 
For  he  that  fteeps  his  fafety  in  true  blood. 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety  and  untrue. 
This  a£l  fo  evilly  born,  /hall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal; 
That  no  fo  fmall  advantage  Hiall  ftep  forth 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherifli  itt 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  iky, 
No  fhape  of  nature,  no  diftemper'd  day. 
No  common  wind,  no  cuftomed  event. 
But  they  will  pluck  away  its  natural  caufe. 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  fign?. 
Abortives,  and  prefages,  tongues  of  heav'n 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John, 

Lewisr  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur"*^  life. 
But  hold  himfelf  fafe  in  his  prifonment. 

Pand.  O  Sir,  when  heihall  hear  of  your  approach. 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  £Qac  already,      "  > 

4  £v'a 
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Ev'n  at  this  news  he  dies :  and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  fhall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kifs  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change, 
And  pick  ftrong  matter  of  revolt  and  wrath. 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'*  ends  of  John, 
Methinks  I  fee  this  hurly  all  on  foot  ; 
And  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you 
Than  I  have  nam'd  ?  The  baftard  Faulconbridg9 
Is  now  in  England,  ranfacking  the  church. 
Offending  charity.    If  but  twelve  Fremb 
Were  there  in  arm?,  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thoufand  EngliJJj  to  their  fide  ; 
Ev'n  as  a  little  fnow  tumbled  about 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.    Noble  Dauphin, 
Go  with  me  to  the  King :  *tis  wonderful 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  difcontentt 
Now  that  their  fouls  are  top-full  of  offence. 
For  England  go;  I  will  whet  on  the  King. 

Leivis,  Strong  reafon  makes  i^rong  a<5^i-)ns :  let  us  go; 
If  you  fay  ay,  the  King  will  not  fjy  no.  [Exeunt* 

A  C  T  IV.         S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Changes  to  England,     yf  Prifcn, 
Enter  Hubert  a?id  Executioners, 
Huh,  T  TEATme  thefe irons  hot,  and  look  you  f^-and 
JlI  Within  the  arras ;  when  I  ftrike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bofom  of  thf^  ground,  ru/h  forth. 
And  bind  the  boy  which  you  /hall  find  with  me, 
Faft  to  the  chair be  heedful  j  hence,  and  watch  ! 
Exe.  I  hope  your  warrant  will  bear  out  the  deed. 
Hub.  Uncleanly  fcruples !  fearnot  you  j  look  to't.  ^ 
Young  lad,  come  forth  ;  I  have  to  fay  with  you* 
Enter  Arthur. 
Artb,  Good  morrow,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Morrow,  little  Prince, 
Arth,  As  little  Prince  (having  fo  great  a  title 
To  be  more  Prince)  as  may  be.    ¥(  u  arc  iad* 
Hub,  Indeed  I  have  been  merrier. 
Artb.  Mercy  on  me  ! 
Methinks  no  body  /hould  be  fad  but 

U  a  Yet 
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Yet  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France f 

Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  as  nigJit, 

Only  for  wantonnefs.   By  my  Chriftendom;, 

So  I  were  out  of  prifon,  and  kept  iheep, 

I  fliould  be  merry  as  the  day  is  Jong/ 

And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 

My  uncle  praftifes  more  harm  to  me. 

H»  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him. 

Is  it  my^fault  that  I  was  Geffrey\  fon  ? 

Indeed  it  is  not/  and  I  would  to  hsav'n 

I  were  youi^  fon,  fo  you  would  love  me,  Huberts 

Huh.  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lyes  dead  \ 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  difpatch.  [Afidt, 

Arth.  Are  you  fick,  Hubert  ?  you  look  pale  to-day  j 
In  footh,  I  would  you  were  a  little  fick. 
That  I  might  fit  all  night  with  you* 
Alas,  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Huh.  His  words  do  take  pofTeflion  of  my  bofom. 

Read  here,  young  Arthur   ISbewing  a  paper. 

How  now,  foolilh  rheum,  \^AJid€» 

Turning  dif- piteous  nature  out  of  door! 

I  muft  be  brief,  left  refolution  drop 

Out  at  mine  eyes  in  tender  womanifh  tears. 

Can  you  not  read  it  ?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arth,  Too  fairly,  Hubert y  for  fo  foul  effe£l. 
Muft  you  with  irons  burn  out  both  mine  eyes  ? 

Huh.  Young  boy,  I  muft. 

Arth.  And  will  you  ? 

Huh,  And  I  will. 

Arth.  Have  you  the  heart  ?  when  your  head  did  but  aktf, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows, 
(The  beft  1  had,  a  Princefs  wrought  it  me) 
And  I  did  never  afk  it  you  again  5 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head ; 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 
Still  and  anon  chear'd  up  the  heavy  time. 
Saying,  what  lack  you?  and  where  lyes  your  grief? 
Or  what  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 
Many  a  poor  man*s  fon  would  have  lain  ilill. 
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And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  Joving  word  to  you  ; 
But  you  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  Prince.. 
Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  Jovfi, 
And  call  it  cunning.    Do,  an  if  yon  v^rill: 
If  heav'n  be  pleas'd  that  you  muft  ufe  me  ill. 

Why  then  you  muft  Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes  ? 

Thefe  eyes  that  never  did,  and  never  ihall 
So  much  as  frown  on  you  ? 

Hub,  Tve  fworn  to  do  it  j 
And  with  hot  irons  muft  I  burn  them  out.  * 

Arth.  Oh !  if  an  angel  fhould  have  come  to  me. 
And  told  me  Hubert  ihould  put  out  mine  eyes, 
I  would  not  have  belicvM  a  tongue  but  Hubert*s» 

Hub,  Come  forth  j  do  as  I  bid  you  do. 

[ Stamps  f  and  the  men  enter* 

Artb.  O  fave  me,  Hubert,  fave  me  !  my  eyes  are  out 
Ev'n  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thefe  bloody  men. 

Hub,  Give  me  the  iron  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 

Artb,  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boi ft *rous  rough  ? 
I  will  not  ftruggle,  I  will  ftand  ftone-flill. 
For  heaven  fake,  Hubert ^  let  me  not  be  bound. 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert ,  drive  thefe  men  away. 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb. 
I  will  not  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word. 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angrily  : 
Thruft  but  thefe  men  away,  and  Til  forgive  yon, 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub,  Go,  ftand  within  j  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Exe,  I  am  beft  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed.  [ExeunU 

Artb.  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend. 
He  hath  a  ftern  look,  but  a  gentle  heart ; 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compaflion  may 
Give  life  to  ^  ours. 

»   inuil  i  l)Urn  them  out.  * 

Arth.  Ah,  none  but  in  this  iron  age  would  do  it. 

The  iron  of  it  (elf,  though  heat  red-hot. 

Approaching  near  thele  eyes,  wouid  drink  my  tears. 

And  quench  its  fiery  indignation. 

Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence  • 

Nay,  after  that,  confume  away  in  rulU 

But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  nunc  eye. 

Are  you  more  rtubborn  hard,  liiau  hauunci'd  iron 

V>ii '  ii  an  angel  ihould, 

thy., 
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Huif,  Come,  boy,  prepare  your  felf, 

jirtb.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Huh.  None,  but  to  lofe  your  eyes. 

jirtb.  O  heav'n  !  that  there  were  but  a  moth  in  yoiirs^ 
A  grain,  a  duft,  a  gnat,  a  wandVing  hair. 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  fenfe  : 
Then  feeling  what  fmali  things  are  boiil'rous  there. 
Your  vile  intent  muft  needs  feem  horrible. 

HuB,  Is  this  your  promife  ?  go  to,  hold  your  tongue,  * 

^rtb»  Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue  i  Jet  m«  not,  Huber!^ 
Or,  Hubert t  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue, 
So  I  may  keep  mine* eyes.   O  fpare  mine  eyes ! 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  ftill  to  look  on  yout 
1.0,  by  my  troth,  the  inftrument  is  ccld. 
And  would  not  harm  me. 

Hub*  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Artb,  No,  in  good  footh,  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief, 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undeferv'd  cxtreams ;  fee  clfe  your  felf. 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal  5 
The  breath  of  heav  'n  hath  blown  its  fpirit  out. 
And  ftrew'd  repentant  a /has  on  its  head. 

Hub,  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy.  "f* 

Arth,  All  things  that  you  /hould  ufe  to  do  me  wwng* 
Deny  their  office}  only  You  do  lack 
That  mercy  which  fierce  ifre  and  iron  extend. 
Creatures  of  note  for  mercy -lacking  ufes. 

Hub,  Well,  fee  to  live  5  I  will  not  touch  thine  eye 
For  all  the  terafure  that  thine  uncle  owns  : 
Yet  am  I  fworn,  and  I  did  purpofe,  boy, 

»  — —  hold  your  tongue. 

jirth.  Hiihert^  ihe  utif  ranee  of  a  brace  of  tonguei 
Muft  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes  5 
JLet  me  not  hold,  Gf*. 

•f   I  can  revive  it,  boy, 

jirth.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it,  blufh. 
And  glow  \v>h  fhame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert  t 
JJay,  it  perchance  will  fparkle  in  your  eyes  : 
And,  Like  a  dog  that  is  corr.peli'd  to  fighr. 
Snatch  at  his  m-^fter  that  do^h  ti^i.'C  l^iiQ 
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With  this  fame  very  iron  to  burn  them  out* 

Artb,  O,  now  you  look  like  Hubert,    *A11  this  while 
You  were  difguifed. 

Hub,  Peace  :  no  more.    Adieu  ! 
Your  uncle  muft  not  know  but  you  are  dead, 
IMI  fill  thefe  dogged  fpies  with  falfe  reports: 
And,  pretty  child,  fleep  doubtle fs  and  fecure. 
That  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world. 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Artb,  O  heav'n  !  I  thank  you,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Silence,  no  more ;  go  clofely  in  with  me» 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Exeunf* 
S  C  E  N  E  II.    The  Court  o/England. 
Enter  King  John,  Pembroke,  Saiilbury,  and  other  Lords, 
K^yohn,  Here  onre  again  we  fi' ,  crownM  once  again. 
And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  chearful  eyes. 

Pemb.  This  once  again,  but  that  your  Highnefs  pleas'd;, 
Was  once  fuperflucus ;  you  were  crownM  before, ' 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluckM  off : 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  it id  with  revolt: 
Frefli  expeftation  troubled  not  the  land 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  h  -.ter  (late. 

Sal.  Therefore  to  be  poflefsM  with  double  pomp. 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before. 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lilly. 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet. 
To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue  ^ 
Unto  the  rain-bow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  feek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heav'n  to  garnifh. 
Is  wafteful  and  ridiculous  excefs. 

Femb,  But  that  your  royal  plcafure  muft  be  done. 
This  a£l  is  as  an  ancient  talc  new-told. 
And  in  the  laft  repeating  troui^lefoms, 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfcufonable. 

Sal.  In  this  the  antique  and  well-noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  divfigured; 
And  like  a  fhifted  wind  ui::«  a  fail. 
It  makes  the  courfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about  5 
SLaitle'"^  and  frights  confideration  j 
Makes  fouad  opinion  fick,  and  truth  fufpcdled, 
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For  putting  on  fo  new,  a  fafhionM  robe. 

Pemb,  When  workmen  ftrive     do  better  than  Wel?^ 
They  do  confound  their  /kill  in  covetoufnefs  j  * 
And  oftentimes  excufing  of  a  fault 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worfe  by  the  excufc : 
As  patches  fee  upon  a  little  breach 
Difcredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault. 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  fo  patched. 

Sal,  To  this  cffef^,  before  you  were  new  crown'd. 
We  breathM  our  counfel  ;  but  it  pleasM  your  Highnefa 
To  over-bear  it  j  yet  weVe  all  well  pieasMj 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would, 
Mufl  make  a  ftand  at  what  your  Highnefs  will. 

K.  yobn.  Some  reafons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  have  poffeft  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong  j 
And  more,  more  ftrong  (the  lefTer  is  my  fear  ) 
I  fhali  endue  you  with :   mean  time,  but  afk 
What  you  would  have  reformed  that  is  not  well. 
And  well  fhall  you  perceive  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requefts. 

Pemlf*  Then  I,  as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  thtCs 
To  found  f  the  purpofes  of  all  their  hearts, 
(Both  for  my  felf  and  them  ;  but  chief  of  all 
Your  fafety  5  for  the  which,  my  felf  and  they 
Bend  their  beft  ftudies ;  )  heartily  requeft 
Th'infranchifement  of  Arthur whofe  reftraint 
Doth  move  the  murm'ring  lips  of  difcontent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  argument. 
If  what  in  reft  you  have,  in  right  you  hold. 
Why  Ihou'd  your  fears,  (which,  as  they  fay,  attend 
The  fteps  of  wrong)  then  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinfman,  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  barb*rous  ignorance,  and  deffy  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercife  r 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occafions,  let  it  be  our  fuit 
That  you  have  bid  us  a/k,  his  liberty  5 
W^hich  for  our  good  we  do  no  further  a/k, 

*  Thatisy  coveu'ng  to  reach  a  higher  excellence, 
t  TV  foun^  forth,  9t  to  tie ciaie. 
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Than  wh*reupon  our  weal,  on  you  depending. 
Counts  it  your  weal  that  he  have  liberty. 

Enter  Hubert. 

K.  John.  Let  it  be  fo  ;  I  do  commit  his  youth  / 
To  your  diredlion.    Hubert ^  what  news  with  you  ? 

[The  King  goes  afide  with  Hubert^ 
Pemb.  This  is  the  manfliould  do  the  bloody  deed: 
He  /hew*d  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine. 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye  ;  ihn  cIo.>  <ifpe£l  of  his 
Does  fliew  the  mood  of  a  much  troubled  breafta 
And  I  do  fearfully  Believe  'ti  dooe, 
What  we  fo  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  t.t  do. 

Sal,  The  colour  of  the  King  doth  come  lind  go^ 
Between  his  purpofe  rnd  his  confcience. 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battels  fent: 
His  paflion  is  fo  ripe,  it  needs  maft  break. 

Pemb,  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  iffue  thence 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  fweet  child's  death. 

K.  John.  We  cannot  hold  mortality's  ftrong  handt 
Good  Lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  living. 
The  fuit  which  you  demand  is  gone,  and  dead. 
He  tells  us  Arthur  is  decpasM  to-ni^ht. 

Sal.  Iqdeed  we  fear'd  his  ficknefs  was  paft  cure. 
Pamb,  Indeed  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  wa?. 
Before  the  child  himfelf  felt  he  w  .s  fick. 
This  muft  be  anfwerM  either  here  or  hence. 

K.  John,  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  brows  on  nje  ? 
Think  you  I  bear  the  fliears  of  deftiny  ? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulfe  of  life  ? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play,  and  'tis  fhame 
That  greatnefs  fhould  fo  grofly  offer  it: 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game,  and  fo  faiewel ! 

Pemb,  Stay  yet,  Lord  Sal.Jhuryy  I'll  go  with  thec. 
And  find  th'inheritance  of  th?s  poor  child. 
His  little  kingdom  i  f  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood  which  ow'd  the  breadth  of  all  this  ifle^ 
Three  foot  of  it  dcth  hold  i  bad  world  the  while  I 
This  muft  not  be  thus  born,  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  forrows,  and  ere  long  I  doubt «  [Exeunt^ 
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SCENE  III.      Enter  Meffenger. 

K.  yobn.  They  burn  in  indignation  ^  I  repent. 
There  is  no  fure  foundation  fet  on  blood  ; 

No  certain  life  atchievM  by  others  death   [ATtde. 

A  fearful  eye  thou  h^ft  ^  where  is  that  blood  [To  the  Mejf, 
That  I  have  fecn  inhabit  in  th'ofe  cheeks  ? 
So  foul  a  fky  clears  not  without  a  ftorm  ; 
Pour  down  thy  weather  :  how  goes  all  in  France  ? 

Meff.  From  France  to  England  never  fuch  a  power^ 
For  any  foreign  preparation. 
Was  levyM  in  the  body  of  a  land. 
The  copy  of  your  fpeed  is  learnM  by  them ! 
For  when  you  ihould  be  told  they  do  prepare. 
The  tidings  come,  that  they  are  a'l  arrived. 

K.,  John,  Oh,  wh?.re  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk  ? 
Where  hath  it  flept  ?  where  is  my  mother*s  care  ? 
That  fuch  an  army  fliould  be  drawn  in  France, 
And  /he  not  hear  of  it  ? 

Mejf,  My  Liege,  her  ear 
Is  ftopt  with  duft  :  the  firft  0^  April  dy'd 
Your  noble  mother  j  and  as  I  hear,  my  Lord, 
The  Lady  Conjiance  in  a  frenzie  dy'd 
Three  days  before  :  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
I  idly  heard  j  if  true  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

K.  John,  With- hold  thy  fpeed,  dreadful  occafion  V 
O  make  a  league  with  me,  'till  I  have  p'eas'd 
My  difcontented  Peers.    My  mother  dead  ? 
How  wHdly  then  walks  my  eftate  in  France  \ 
Under  whofe  ccndufl  come  thofe  powers  of  France^ 
That  thou  for  truth  giv'fl-  out  are  landed  here  ? 

Melf.  Under  the  Dauphhi's, 

Enter  Baftard  tf^r^  Peter  o/*  Pomfre.t. 

K.  John,  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 
With  thefe  ill  tidings.   Now,  what  fays  the  world 
To  your  proceedings  ?  Do  not  feek  to  lIufF 
My  head  with  more  ill  news^  for  it  is  full, 

Baji.  But  if  you  be  afraid  to  hear  the  worft. 
Then  let  the  worft  unheard  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John,  Bear  with  me,  coufin  j  for  1  was  amazM 
Under  the  tide,  but  now  I  breathe  agak 

Aloft 
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Aloft  the  fiood  ;  and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Baji,  How  I  have  fped  among  /the  clergy- men. 
The  fums  I  have  colleded  fliall  exprefs 
But  as  I  tiavellM  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  ftrangely  fantafied; 
PoirefsM  with  rumours^  full  of  idle  dreams; 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear. 
And  here's  a  prophet  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  Greets  of  Fomfretf  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels  : 
To  whom  he  fung  in  rude  harfh- founding  rhymes. 
That  ere  the  next  Ajcenfion-day  at  noon 
Vour  Highnefs  Should  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K.John,  Thcu  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  d'dft  thou  fo? 

Peter,  Fore-knowing  that  the  truth  will  fall  out  fo. 

K.  y  hn,  Hubert y  away  with  him  ;  impriibn  him. 
And  on  that  d.^y  at  noon,  whereon  he  fays 
]  (hall  yie.'d  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd. 
Deliver  him  to  fafety,  and  return. 

For  1  muft  ufe  thee.  O  my  gentle  coufin, 

[Exit  Hubert  ivith  Peter. 
Hear'ft  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arrived  ? 

BaJi.Tht  French,  Try  Lord  j  men's  mouths  are  full  of  it; 
Befides,  I  met  Lord  Bigot  and  Lord  Salijhury, 
With  eyes  as  read  as  new-enkind'ed  fire. 
And  others  more,  going  to  feek  the  grave 
i'f  Arthur,  who  they  fay  is  kili'd  to-night 
On  jour  fugeeftion. 

K.  John.  Gentle  kinfman,  go 
And  thruft:  thy  felf  info  their  company. 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again : 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Bafi,  I  will  feek  them  out 

K.  Jjhn.  Nay,  but  make  hafte  ;  the  better  foot  before. 

O,  Jet  me  have  no  lubjeft??  fnemie"-, 
When  adverfe  foreigners  aftiight  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  (lour  invafion. 
Be  Mercury^  fet  feathers  to  thy  heels. 

And  fly,  like  thought^  from  them  to  mc  again. 
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J?j/?.  The  fplrit  of  the  time  lhall  teach  me  fpee(3.  [Exin 

K.  John,  Spoke  like  a  fprightful  noble  gentleman. 
Go  after  him ;  for  he  perhaps  /hall  need 
Some  meffcnger  betwixt  me  and  the  Peers  ; 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mef.  With  all  my  heart,  my  Liege.  [Exit^ 

K«  jfobn.  My  mother  dead  ! 

SCENE    IV.      Enter  Hubert. 

Hui>.  My  Lord,  they  fay  five  moons  were  feen  to-night : 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four  in  wond'rous  motion. 

K.yohn,  Five  moons  ? 

Hub,  Old  men  and  beldams,  in  the  ftreets. 
Do  prophefie  upon  it  dangeroufly  s 
Young  Arthur's  death  is  common  in  their  mouths. 
And  when  they  talk  oi  him,  they  fiiake  their  heads^ 
And  whifpet  one  another  in  the  ear. 
And  he  that  fpeaks  doth  gripe  the  hearer* s  wrift, 
Whilft  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  a6lian 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes, 
I  faw  a  fmith  ftand  with  his  hammer,  thus. 
The  whilft  h's  iron  did  on  th'anvil  cool. 
With  open  mouth  fw allowing  a  taylor's  news  j 
Who  with  his  fliears  and  meafure  in  his  hand. 
Standing  on  flippers,  w  hich  his  nimble  hafte 
Had  falfe'y  thruft  upon  contrary  feet. 
Told  of  a  many  thoufand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embatteled  and  rank'd  in  Kent, 
Another  lean,  unwafh'd  artificer. 
Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthiir''s  death. 

K.  John.Why  feek'ft  thou  to  pofiefs  me  with  thefe fears  ? 
Why  urgeft  thou  fo  oft  young  Arthur's  death  ? 
Thy  hand  hath  murtherM  him  :  I  had  a  caufe 
To  wifii  him  dead,  but  thou  had'fi:  none  to  kill  him. 

Hub,  Had  none,  my  Lord  ?  why,  did  you  not  provoke  me  J 

K.  John*  It  is  the  curfe  of  Kings,  to  be  attended 
By  flaves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant. 
To  break  into  the  bloody  hcufe  of  life  ; 
And  on  the  winking  of  authority 
f  0  underftand  a  law  j  to  know  the  meaning 
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Of  dangerous  Majefty,  when  perchance  it  frowns 
More  upon  humour,  than  ad  vis  M  rerpe(ft. 

Hub,  Here  is  your  hand  and  feral  for  what  I  did. 

K,  John,  Oh,  when  the  Jafi:  account  'twixt  hcav'n  ana 
Is  to  be  made,  then  fliall  this  hand  and  feal  {^eailk 
Witnefs  againft  us  to  damnation. 
How  eft  the  fight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds 
Makes  deeds  ill  done !  for  hadft  not  thou  been  by, 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  maik'd, 
Q»iOted,  and  fijn'd  to  do  a  deed  of  /hame, 
This  murther  had  not  come  into  my  miiid. 
But  taking  note  of  thy  r  bhon  'd  afpe£l. 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villainy, 
Apt,  liable  to  be  empioy'd  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  wiih  thee  of  Arthur  s  death. 
And  tlicu,  to  be  endeared  to  a  King, 
Mad*ft  it  no  confcience  to  deftroy  a  Prince. 

Hub.  ?4yLord  

K  yobrt.  Hadft  thou  but  fliook  thy  head,  or  made  a  paufe. 
When  I  fpake  darkly  what  I  purpofed  : 
Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face. 
Or  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  express  words  5 
Deep  {hame  had  ftruck  me  dumb,  made  me  break  off. 
And  thofe  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  in  me. 
Bat  thou  didft  underftand  me  by  my  figns. 
And  didft  in  figns  again  parley  with  fin  } 
Yea,  without  ftcp  didft  let  thy  heart  confent. 
And  confcquenily  thy  rude  hand  to  aft 
The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to'name. 
Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  ft^e  me  more  ! 
My  Nobles  leave  me,  and  my  ft*te  is  brav'd, 
£v'n  at  my  gates,  wfth  ranks  of  forfign  pow*r?  ; 
Nay,  in  the  body  of  this  fieftily  land, 
This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  bre:ith, 
Hoftility  and  civil  tumult  reign, 
Between  my  confcience,  and  my  coufin's  death. 

Huh.  Arm  yc  u  againft  your  other  enemies, 
rU  make  a  p-are  bttwecn  your  foul  and  you. 
Young  Arthur  is  alive  :  this  hand  of  miac 
Is  yet  a  maiden,  aftd  an  innocent  bund, 
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Not  painted  with  the  crimfon  fpots  of  blood. 

Within  this  bofom  never  entered  yet 

The  dreadful  motion  cf  a  murd'rer's  thought. 

And  you  have  flimder'd  nature  in  my  form. 

Which,  howfoever  rude  exteriorly, 

Js  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind. 

Than  to  be  butcher  of  a  guiltlefs  child. 

K.  John.  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O  hafte  thee  to  the  PecrSj^ 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incenfed  rage. 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience. 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  palTion  made 
Upon  thy  feature  j  for  my  rage  was  blind. 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 
Oh,  anfwer  not,  but  to  my  cloftt  bring 
The  angry  Lords  with  all  expedient  hafte  : 
I  conjure  thee  but  flowly  j  run  more  faft.  [Exeunt^ 
S  C  E  N  E    V.     A  Street  before  a  Prifon. 
Enter  Arthur  on  the  fValls,  difguis'^d, 
Artb.  The  wall  is  high,  and  yet  will  I  leap  down* 
Good  ground,  be  pitiful,' and  hurt  me  not! 
There's  few  or  none  do  know  rne  :  if  they  did. 
This  ftiip-boy's  femblance  hath  difguisM  me  quite. 
I  am  afnid,  and  yet  I'll  venture  it. 
If  I  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  limbs, 
I'll  find  a  thoufand  fhifts  to  get  av/ay  ; 
As  good  to  die,  and  go  ;  as  die,  and  ftay.       [Leaps down,, 
Qh  me !  my  unc!e*'s  fpirit  is  in  thefe  ftones  : 
Heav'fi  take  my  foul,  and  'England  keep  my  bones  !  [Dies^ 
Enter  Pembroke,  Salilbury  and  Bigot. 
^al  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  St.  Edmondjhwy  j 
It  is  our  fafety,  and  we  muft  embrace 
This  gentle  ofter  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pemb.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  Cardinal? 
Sal.  The  Count  Melun^  a  noble  Lord  of  Frame, 
*  Whofe  Private  with  me  of  the  Dauphin's  love 
Is  much  more  than  thefe  gen'ral  lines  import. 
Bigot.  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 

*  e.  Whofe  private  account  of  the  Dauphin's  affe^Ion  to  our 
CAuii  is  much  more  a.np'e  than  the  letters. 
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Sal.  Or  rather  than  fet  forward,  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  days  journey,  Lords,  or  ere  we  meet. 
Enter  Baftard. 

Baft.  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  diftemperM  Lords  j 
The  King  by  me  requefte  yoiir  prefcnce  ftrait. 

Sal.  The  King  hath  aifiiofTeft  himfelf  of  us  j 
We  will  not  line  his  thin  beftained  cloke 
With  our  pure  honours  :  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  whcre-e'er  it  walks. 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo :  we  know  the  worft. 

jSiT/?.  Whatever  you  think,  good  words  I  think  were  befl# 

Sal.  Our  griefs,  and  not  ourvnanners,  rcafon  now. 

Baji,  But  there  is  little  reafcn  in  your  grief. 
Therefore  'twere  reafon  you  had  manners  now, 

Pemb.  Sir,  Sir,  impatience  hath  its  privilege. 

Baft,  'Tis  true,  to  hurt  its  mafter,  no  man  elfc. 

Sal,  This  is  the  prifon  :  what  is  he  lyes  here  ? 

\_Seeing  Arthur. 

Temb,  Oh  death,,  made  proud  with  pure  and  princely 
beauty  ! 

The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal.  Murder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done. 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Bigot,  Or  when  he  doomed  this  beauty  to  the  glaive, 
Found  it  too  precious  princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you  ?  have  you  beheld^ 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard,  or  could  you  think. 
Or  do  you  almoft  think,  although  you  fee, 
What  you  do  fee  ?  could  thought,  without  this  obje^l^ 
Form  fuch  another?  'tis  the  very  top, 
^he  height,  the  crefl,  or  creft  unto  the  creft 
Of  murder's  arms ;  this  is  the  bloodleft  ihame. 

The  wildeft  fivag'ry,  the  vileft  flroak. 

That  ever  wall-ey'd  wrath  or  flaring  rage 

Prefented  to  the  tears  of  foft  remorfc. 

Pemh.  All  murders  paft  do  ftand  excus'd  in  this  ; 

And  this  fo  fole,  and  lb  unmatchable. 

Shall  give  a  holinefs,  a  purity, 

To  the  yet-unbegotten  fins  of  Time  ; 

And  jprove  a  deadly  blood-flied  but  a  jeft, 
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Exampled  by  this  heinous  fpe£lacle. 

Baft,  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work, 
*rhe  gracelefs  a£lion  of  a  heavy  hand. 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

SaL  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hard  ? 
We  had  a  kind  of  light  what  would  enfue. 
It  is  the  fhameful  work  of  Hubert''s  hand. 
The  pradlice,  and  the  purpofe  of  the  King  : 
From  whofe  obedience  I  forbid  my  foul. 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  fweet  life. 
And  breathing  to  this  breathlefs  excellence 
The  incenfe  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow  ! 
Never  to  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  world. 
Never  to  be  infcfted  with  delight. 
Nor  converfant  with  eafe  and  idlenefs, 
*Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  hand. 
By  giving  it  the  worfhip  of  revenge. 

Pernb,  Bigot.  Our  fouls  religicufly  confirm  tlij  words. 

SCENE    VI.      Enter  Hubeit. 
Hub.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hafte,  in  freking  yoa  ; 
Arthur  doth  live,  the  King  hath  fent  for  you. 

Sal.  Oh,  he  is  bold,  and  blufhes  not  at  death; 
Avant,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone! 


B(xJ}.  Your  fword  is  bright.  Sir,  put  it  up  again- 

Sal.  Not  'till  I  Hieath  it  in  a  murderer's  Ikin. 

Huh.  Stand  back,      rd  Salijhury,  ftand  back,  Ihj^ 
By  heav'n  I  think  my  fword's  as  iharp  as  yourt. 
1  would  not  have  you.  Lord,  forget  your  fel^ 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence  | 
Left  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worih,  your  greatnt  fs,  and  nobility. 
■Bigot.  Out,  dunghil,  dar'ft  thou  brave  a  nobkman  ? 

Hub.  Not  for  my  life  ;  but  yet  I  dare  difeod 
My  innocent  life  againfi:  an  Emperor. 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  murd'rer. 

Huh.  Do  not  prove  m.e  fo  ; 
Yet,  I  am  none.    Whofe  tongue  foe'cr  fpeaks  faJfc, 
Not  truly  fpealis  j  who  fpeaks  not  truly,  lies. 


Hub.  I  am  no  villain. 
Sal.  Muft  I  rob  the  law  ? 


^Drcnvir^  his  Sword^ 
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Pemb,  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Baft.  Keep  thp  peace,  I  fay. 

SaL  Stand  by,      I  fhall  gaul  you,  Faukonhridge, 

Baft.  Thou  wert  better  gaul  the  devil,  Saliftjury, 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  flir  thy  foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  fpleen  to  do  me  fliame^ 
I'll  ftrike  thee  dead.    Put  up  thy  fword  betime. 
Or  ril  To  maul  you,  and  your  tofting-iron. 
That  you  fliall  think  the  devil  is  come  from  hell. 

Bigot,  What  will  you  do,  renowned  Faulconbridge  V 
Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer  ? 

Hub,.  Lord  Bigot y  I  am  none. 

Bigot,  Who  kiird  this  Prince  ? 

Hub,  'Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  well  : 
I  honoured  him,  I  lovM  him,  and  will  weep 
IVIy  date  of  life  out,  for  his  fweet  life's  lofs.' 

8al,  Truft  not  thofe  cunning  waters  of  his  eyc9> 
For  villainy  is  not  without  fuch  rheum  j 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
Like  rivers  of  remorfe  and  innocence. 
Away  with  me,  all  you  whofe  fouls  abhor 
Th*  uncleanly  favour  of  a  flaughter-houfe. 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  the  fmell  of  fm. 

Bigot,  Away  tow'rd  Bury,  to  the  Dauphin  there. 

Pemb,  There  tell  the  King  he  may  enquire  us  out* 

[^Exeunt  Lords, 

SCENE  VII. 

Baft,  Here's  a  good  world ;  knew  you  of  this  fair  work  ? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundlefs  reach 
Of  mercy,  (if  thou  d'.dft  this  deed  of  death) 
Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert  f 

Huh,  Do  but  hear  me.  Sir, 

Baft.  Ha  ?  Til  tell  thee  what, 

Thou'rt  damn'd  fo  black  nay,  nothing  is  fo  black  J 

Thou  art  more  deep  damnM  than  Prince  Lucifer, 

There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 

As  thou  (halt  be,  if  thou  didft  kill  this  child. 

Hub.  Upon  my  foul  ■  

Baft,  If  thou  dklft  but  confent 
To  this  moft  cruel  aft,  do  but  defpair  j 
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And  if  thou  want'fl  a  cord,  the  fmalkn:  thrisai 

That  ever  fpider  twifted  from  her  womb 

Will  ftrangle  thee  5  a  rulh  will  be  a  beam 

To  hang  thee  on  :  or  would'ft  thou  drown  tlif  ieJIi 

Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  fpoon. 

And  it  fhall  be  as  all  the  ocean. 

Enough  to  ftifie  fuch  a  villain  up. 

I  do  fufpeft  thee  very  grievou/ly. 

Hub.  If  I  in  a£l,  confent,  or  fin  of  thongiat. 
Be  guilty  of  the  ftealing  that  fweet  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  day. 
Let  hell  w  mt  pains  enough  to  torture  me  3 
I  Jefc  him  vreii. 

Bafl.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms. 
I  am  amaz'd,  methinks,  and  lofe  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  -worlt?. 
How  eafie  doft  thou  take  zW  England  up  ! 
From  forth  this  morfel  of  dead  royalty 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 
Are  fled  to  heav'n  ;  and  England  now  is  leit 
To  tug  and  fcramblc,  and  to  part  by  th'  tectli 
The  un-owed  intereftof  proud -fwelling  Hate- 
Now  for  the  bare-pickt  bone  of  Majefty 
Doth  dogged  war  briftle  his  angry  creft. 
And  fnarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace. 
Now  powVs  from  home  and  difcontents  at  home 
Meet  in  one  line :  and  vaft  confufion  waits 
(As  doth  a  raven  on  a  lick,  falPn  beaft) 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrefted  pomp. 
Now  happy  he,  whofe  cloak  and  cinfture  can 
Hold  out  this  tempeft.    Bear  awny  that  child. 
And  follow  me  with  fpeed  ;  I'll  to  the  King  ; 
A  thoufand  bufineffes  are  brief  at  hand, 
And  heav'n  it  felf  doth  frown  upon  the  land.  [Exeunt* 

ACTV.     SCENE  I. 
The  Court  of  England. 
Enter  King  "^ohny  Pandulph,  avd  Attendants. 
K.yobft,^~r^  H  U  S  I  have  yielded  up  into  your  hand 

X    The  circle  of  my  glory.  [Gi'vingtheCro^. 
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PanJ.  Take  again 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  tke  Pope 
Your  fovereign  greatnefs  and  authority. 

K.yobri,  Now  keep  your  holy  word  5  go  meet  the  Frentb^ 
And  from  his  Holinefs  ufe  all  your  power 
JTo  ftop  their  marches  *fore  we  are  enflamM. 
Our  difcontentcd  counties  do  revolt. 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience, 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  love  of  foul 
To  ftranger- blood,  to  foreign  royalty  ; 
This  inundation  of  diftemper'd  humour 
Refts  by  you  only  to  be  qualify*d. 
Then  paufe  not  y  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  fick. 
That  prefent  med'cine  muft  be  miniftred. 
Or  overthrow  incurable  enfues. 

Pand,  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempelt  up. 
Upon  your  flubborn  ufage  of  the  Pope  : 
But  lince  you  are  a  gentle  convertite. 
My  tongue  /hall  hufh  again  this  ftorm  of  war, 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  bluft'ring  land. 
On  this  Afcenjion-day  remember  well. 
Upon  your  oath  of  fervice  to  the  Pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.  [Exiu 

K.  yobrj»  Is  this  Afcenfion-day  f  did  not  the  prophet 
Say,  that  before  Afcenfion-day  at  noon 
My  crown  I  ihould  give  off?  even  fo  I  have  : 
I  did  fuppofe  it  fhould  be  on  conftraint, 
But,  heaven  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 

Enter  Baftard. 

Bafi,  All  Kent  hath  yielded,  nothing  there  holds  out 
But  Dover-Cajlle  :  London  hath  received. 
Like  a  kind  hoft,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers. 
Your  Nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  fervice  to  your  enemy ; 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K.  John,  Would  not  my  Lords  return  to  me  again. 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Baft,  They  found  him  dead,  and  caft  into  the  llrcctf. 
An  empty  calket,  where  the  jewel,  Ufe, 
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By  fome  damn'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away. 

K.  Jobn.  That  villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  livC. 

Bafi,  So  on  my  foul  he  did,  for  ought  he  knew  : 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  ?  why  look  you  fad  ? 
Be  great  in  aft,  as  you  have  been  in  thought : 
Let  not  the  world  fee  fear  and  fad  diftruft 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye  ; 
Be  ftirring  as  the  time,  be  fire  with  fire ; 
Threaten  the  threatner,  and  out-face  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror  :  fo  ihall  inferior  eyes. 
That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  grcatj 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntlefs  fpirit  of  refulution. 
Away,  and  glifter  like  the  God  of  war 
"When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field  ; 
Shew  boldnefs  and  afpiring  confideiKe. 
What?  (hall  theyfeek  the  Lion  in  his  den. 
And  fright  him  there  ?  and  make  him  tremble  there  ? 
Oh,  Jet  it  not  be  faid  !  Forage,  and  run 
To  meet  difpieafure  farther  from  the  doors. 
And  grapple  with  him  ere  he  come  fo  nigh. 

K.  John,  The  Legate  of  the  Pope  hath  been  with  me, 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him  ; 
And  he  hath  promised  to  difmifs  the  powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin, 

Baji,  O  inglorious  league  \ 
Shall  we  upon  the  footing  of  our  land 
Send  fair-play-orders,  and  make  compromifc, 
Infinuation,  parly,  and  bafe  truce, 
To  arms  invafive  ?  /hall  a  beardlefs  boy, 
A  cockerM  filken  Wanton  brave  our  fields. 
And  flefli  his  fpirit  in  a  warlike  foil. 
Mocking  the  air  wirh  colours  idly  fpread. 
And  find  no  check  ?  let  us,  my  Liege,  to  arms: 
Perchance  the  Cardinal  cannot  make  your  peace  3 
Or,  if  he  do,  let  it  at  lea  ft  be  faid 
They  faw  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 

K.  John.  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prefent  time. 
Bafl*  Away  then,  with  good  courag«;  yet  I  know 
Qur  party  may  well  meet  a  proud«x  foe.  \^Exeunf^ 

SCENJB 
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SCENE  II. 
72tf  Dauphin *J  CarKp,  at  St*  Edmund/bury. 

Enter,  in  arms,  Lewis,  Salifbiiry,  Melun,  Pembroke, 
Bigot,  and  Soldiers, 

Lewis.  My  Lord  Mslun,  let  this  be  copied  out. 
And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance  : 
Return  the  prefident  to  thefe  Lords  again. 
That  having  our  fair  order  written  down. 
Both  they  and  we  perufing  o'er  thefe  notes. 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  facramcnt. 
And  keep  our  faitJis  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  fhall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dauphin,  albeit  we  fwear 
A  voluntary  zeal  and  un-urg'd  faith 
To  your  proceedings  j  yet  believe  mc.  Prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  fuch  a  fore  of  time 
Should  feek  a  plaifter  by  contemnM  revolt. 
And  heal  th*  invet*rate  canker  of  one  wound 
By  making  many.   Oh,  it  grieves  my  foul. 
That  I  muft  draw  this  metal  from  my  fide 
To  be  a  widow-maker  :  oh,  and  there 
Where  honourable  refcue,  and  defence. 
Cry  out  upon  the  name  of  Salijbury, 
But  fuch  is  the  infection  of  the  time. 
That  for  the  health  and  phyfick  of  our  right. 
We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 
Of  ftern  injuftice,  and  confufed  wrong. 
And  is't  not  pity,  oh  my  grieved  friends ! 
1  hat  we,  the  fons  and  children  of  this  ifle. 
Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  hour  as  this. 
Wherein  we  ftep  after  a  flranger-march 
Upon  her  gentle  bofom,  and  fill  up 
Her  enemies  ranks  ?  ( I  muft  withdraw  and  weep 
Upon  the  fpot  of  this  enforced  caufe  ) 
To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote. 
And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here  ? 
What,  here  ?  O  nation,  that  thou  couldft  removel 
That  Neptune*s  arms  who  clippeth  thee  about. 
Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thy  felf. 
And  grapple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  fhore  I 

Where 
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Where  thefe  two  chriftian  armies  might  combine 

The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league. 

And  not  mif-  fpend  it  fo  un-neighbourJy. 

Lewis*  A  no'nle  temper  doft  thou  fhew  in  thisu 

And  great  aftedions  wreftling  in  thy  bofom 

t)o  mal^e  an  earthquake  of  nobiJity. 

Oh,  what  a  noble  combat  haft  thou  fought. 

Between  compafTion,  and  a  brave  refpedt ! 

Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew. 

That  filverly  doth  progrefs  on  thy  cheeks; 

My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  Lady's  tears. 

Being  an  ordinary  inundation  : 

But  this  effuiion  of  fuch  manly  drops, 

This  fhow'r  blown  up  by  tempcft  of  the  foul. 

Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd^ 

Than  had  I  feen  the  vaulty  top  of  heav'n 

FigurM  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors. 

Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Salijhury^ 

And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  ftorm* 

Commend  thefe  waters  to  thofe  baby- eyes 

That  never  faw  the  giant  world  enrag'd  : 

Nor  met  with  fortune,  other  than  at  feafls^ 

Full  warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  goflipping* 

Come,  come,  for  thou  fhalt  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 

Into  the  purfe  of  rich  profperity 

As  Lewis  himfelf  5  fo.  Nobles,  /hall  you  all. 

That  knit  your  finews  to  the  ftrength  of  mine. 

He  fees  Pandulph  coming  at  a  difiartce. 
And  even  there  methinks  an  angel  fpeeds ; 
Look  where  the  holy  Legate  comes  apace. 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heav'n. 
And  on  our  anions  fet  the  name  of  right 
With  holy  breath. 

SCENE  IIL     £«ffr  Pandulph. 
Pand,  Hail,  noble  Prince  of  France ! 
The  next  is  this :  King  John  hath  reconcilM 
Himfelf  to  Rome  j  his  fpirit  is  come  in. 
That  fo  flood  out  againft  the  holy  church. 
The  great  metropolis  and  See  of  Rome, 
Therefore  thy  threatning  colours  now  wind  up, 
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And  tame  the  favage  fpirlt  of  wild  war; 
That  like  a  Lion  fofterM  up  at  hand. 
It  may  lye  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace. 
And  be  no  furtlier  harmful  than  in  fhew. 

Leivis.  Your  Grace  fliall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  backs 
I  am  too  high-born  to  be  propertied. 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  controul. 
Or  ufeful  ferving-man,  and  inftrument 
To  any  fovereign  ftate  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  firfl  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  war. 
Between  this  chaftis'd  kingdom  and  my  felf. 
And  brought  in  matter  that  fhould  feed  this  fire# 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 
With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 
You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right. 
Acquainted  me  with  my  int'reft  in  this  land. 
Yea,  thnift  this  enterprize  into  my  heart : 
And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me  John  hath  made 
His  peace  with  Rome  f  what  is  that  peace  to  me  ? 
I,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed. 
After  young  j^rthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine : 
And  now  it  is  half  conquered,  muft  I  back, 
Becaufe  that  yohn  hath  made  his  peace  with  Rpme  f 
An\  I  Rcme^s  flave  ?  what  penny  hath  Rome  born. 
What  men  provided  ?  what  munition  fent. 
To  ander-prop  this  action  ?  is't  not  I 
That  undergo  this  charge  ?  who  elle  but  I, 
And  fuch  as  to  my  claim  are  liable. 
Sweat  in  this  bufmefs,  and  maintain  this  war  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  thefe  Iflanders  Hioot  out 
Vive  k  Roy,  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns? 
Have  I  not  here  the  beft  cards  for  the  game 
To  win  this  eafie  match,  plaid  for  a  crown  ? 
And  /hall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  fet  ?  « 
No,  on  my  fou!,  it  never  Oiall  be  faid. 

Fafsd.  You  look  but  on  the  outfide  of  this  work^ 
Lnvis,  Outfide  or  infide,  I  will  not  return, 
'Till  my  attempt  fo  mnch  be  glorified. 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promifed 
BdoK  I  dfew  tliis  gallant  head  of  war. 

And 
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And  cullM  thefe  fiery  fpirits  from  the  world 

To  outiook  conqueft,  and  to  win  renown 

Ev'n  in  the  jaws  of  danger,  and  of  death.  [Trumpet  founds 

What  Jufty  trumpet  thus  doth  fummon  us  ? 

SCENE  IV.    Enter  Baftard. 

Baji,  According  to  the  fair  play  of  the  world. 
Let  me  have  audience  :  I  am  fent  to  fpeak  : 
My  holy  Lord  of  MUain,  from  the  King 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him « 
And  as  you  anfv/er,  I  do  know  the  fcope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pand,  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilful,  oppofite. 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties  : 
He  flatly  fays,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

Bafi»  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd. 
The  youth  fays  well.    Now  hear  our  Englijb  King 3 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me  : 
Ha  is  prep.  rM,  and  reafon  too  he  fhould. 
This  aplih  J^nd  unmannerly  approach. 
This  harnefsV.  ma/k,  and  unadvifed  revel. 
This  unhair'd  fawcinefs  and  boyi/h  troops. 
The  King  (ioth  fmile  at  j  and  is  well  prepar'd 
To  whi^'  ihi  dw.irfifh  war,  thefe  pigmy  arms. 
From  oui  the  circle  of  his  territories. 
That  hand  which  had  the  ftrength  cv*n  at  your  doOt 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  yon  tak-^  the  hatch. 
To  div-j  like  buckets  in  concealed  welis, 
To  crouch  im  litter  of  your  ftable -planks. 
To  lye  like  pawns,  lock'd  up  in  chefts  and  trunks^ 
To  herd  with  Iwlne,  to  feek  f-veet  fjfety  out 
In  vaults  and  prif  ns,  and  to  thrill  and  fhake 
Ev'n  at  th^i  crying  of  our  nation's  Crow, 
Thinking  his  voice  an  armed  Englijh  mm^ 
Shall  that  vifton'ius  hanH  be  feebled  here. 
That  ;n  your  chambers  gave  you  chaftifement! 
No  j  Ir.iow  the  gallant  Monarch  is  in  arms. 
And,  like  an  Eagle  o'er  his  Aiery,  tovv'rs, 
To  fuufe  annoyance  that  comes  near  his  neft. 
And  you  dsgenVate,  you  ingrate  revolters. 
You  bloody  Ne-ro'&  lipping  up  the  womfe 
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Of  your  dear  mother  England,  blufK  for  /Iiame, 
For  your  own  Ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  maids. 
Like  AmaxonSy  come  tripping  after  d' urns  ; 
Their  thimbles  into  armed  gantlets  change. 
Needles  to  lances,  and  their  gentle  hearts 
To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Lewis.  There  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  face  in  peace  j 
We  p;rant  thou  canft  out-fcold  us  j  fare  thee  well: 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  fpejit 
With  fuch  a  babler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 
Bafi,  No.  I  will  fpe.ik. 
Lewis.  We  w.U  attend  to  neither  : 
Strike  up  the  drums,  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  int'reft,  and  our  being  here. 

Baft.  Indeed,  your  drums,  t)eing  beaten,  will  cry  out  j 
And  fo  fliall  you,  being  beaten  ;  do  but  flart 
An  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum, 
And  ev'n  at  h.md  a  drum  is  ready  bj^ac'd. 
That  fhall  revfrrb'rate  :,11  as  loud  as  thine, 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  fhall 
As  loud  as  thine  rattle  the  welkin's  ear, 
And  meek  the  def-p-mouth'd  thunder.    For  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  Legate  here, 
Whom  he  hath  us>\t  r  therfor  fport  than  need) 
Is  warlike ^0i6«  ;  and  in  his  forehead  fits 
Abare-nbb'd  death,  whofe  office  is  this  day 
To  feaft  upon  whole  rhoufands  of  the  French, 

Letvis.  Str  ke  up  our  drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 
Baji,  And  thou  fhalt  find  it.  Dauphin,  do  not  doubt. 

S  C  E  N  E  V.    rbe  Field  of  Battle. 
Alarms.    Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 
K.  ychn.  How  goes  the  day  with  us  ?  oh,  tell  mZyHubirt* 
Hub.  Badly,  I  fear  j  how  fares  your  Majefty  ? 
K.  ychn.  This  fever  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long. 
Lyes  heavy  on  me  ;  oh,  my  heart  is  fick  ! 

Enter  a  MeJJenger. 
Meff.  My  Lor>1,  your  valiant  kinfman  Fjulconhridgt 
Dcfires  your  Mujclty  to  have  the  field, 

Vol.  IV,  y  Ajid 
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And  Tend  him  word  by  me  which  way  you  go, 

K.yohn^Tdl  him,  tow'id  Sivinftead ;  to  the  Abby  there. 

MeJ,  Be  of  good  comfort :  for  the  great  fupply 
That  was  expedled  by  the  Dauphin  here. 
Ate  wrecked  three  nights  ago  on  Goodivin-hnds, 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  ev'n  now. 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.  jfohn.  Ah  me  !  this  tyrant  feaver  burns  me  up^ 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  goods  news. 
Set  on  tow'rd  Sivinftead ;  to  my  litter  ftrait, 
Weakncfs  poflefleth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  [Exeunt. 
S  C  E  N  E  VI. 
Enter  Salifbury,  Pembroke  and  Bigot. 

Sal,  I  did  not  think  the  King  fo  ftorM  with  friends* 

Fern.  Up  once  again  j  put  fpirit  in  the  French  : 

they  mifcarry,  we  mifcariy  too. 

Sal.  That  mif- begotten  devil  Faulconbridge, 
In  fpight  of  fpight,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pern,  They  fay.  King  John  fore  fick  hath  left  the  field. 
Enter  Melun  uuounded. 

Mehm.  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here, 

Sal.  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  names, 

Pe^.  It  is  the  Count  Melun, 

Sal,  Wounded  to  death. 

Melun.  Fly,  n(>ble  Englijh,  you  are  bought  and  fold  § 
Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion. 
And  welcome  hem."  again  difcarded  faith. 
Seek  out  Kirg  Jckn,  and  fall  before  his  feet  : 
Fo;:  if  the  French  be  I«ords  of  this  ^oud  day. 
He  means  to  recompsnfe  the  pains  you  take. 
By  cuttinp  off  your  heads ;  thus  hath  he  f worn. 
And  I  wi.h  h'm,  '^nd  many  more  with  me. 
Upon  the  altar  at  St,  Edmondj'hury, 
Even  on  that  altar  where  we  Iwore  to  you 
Dear  amity  srcl  everlallirg  love. 

Sal.  May  this      poffible?  may  this  be  true  ? 

Mc'un,  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view 
IRetaining  but  a  quantity  of  life. 
Which  b]e«;4s  away,  ev*n  as  a  form  of  wax 
Jlefolveth  from  its  figure  'gainll  the  firei* 

^  What 
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What  in  the  world  fliould  mc  ke  me  now  deceive. 

Since  I  muft  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 

Why  fhould  I  then  be  falfe,  fince  it  is  true 

Th;'t  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth  ? 

I  fay  again,  if  Lewis  win  the  day, 

He  is  forfworn  if  c*er  thofe  eyes  of  yours' 

Behold  ano'h  r  day  break  in  he  Eafl  : 

But  ev'n  this  night,  whofe  black  contagious  breath 

Already  fmoaks  about  the  burning  creft 

Of  the.old^  feeble,  and  cay-v/earied  fun, 

Ev'n  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  /Hall  expire  5 

Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery, 

Ev'n  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  liveJ, 

Jf  Lfwis  by  your  afififtance  v/in  the  day. 

Commend  me  to  rne  Huhert^  with  your  King  ; 

The  love  of  him,  and  this  refpe^t  befides 

For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  Englijhmon^ 

Awakes  my  confcience  to  confefs  at!  this. 

In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you,  bear  me  hence 

From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  field  5 

AVheie  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 

In  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  foul. 

With  contemplation  and  devout  defires. 

Sal,  We  do  lelieve  thee,  and  beflirew  my  foul 
But  I  do  love  the  favour  and  the  Ibrm 
Of  this  moft  fair  occafion,  by  the  which 
We  will  untread  the  fteps  of  damned  flight  ; 
And  like  a  'bated  and  retiring  fl  od, 
Leaving  our  ranlyicfs  and  irregular  courfe. 
Stoop  low  within  thofe  bounds  we  have  o'erlook*d» 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience 
Ev*n  to  our  Ocean,  to  our  great  King  John, 
My  arm  (hall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence. 
For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Fight  in  thine  eyes.    Away^  my  friends,  and  fly  ! 

Exeunt,  leading  Mcluny 
SCENE    Vn.      rhe  French  Cjwp. 
Enter  Lewis  and  bis  Train. 

Lctvis.  The  (un  of  heav'n  mcthought  was  loth  to  fet. 
But  ftaid,  and  made  the  wcftern  welkin  blulh, 

Y  2  Wh«i 
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When  tKEngViJh  meafur'd  backward  their  ovn  grcmnd 

In  faint  retire  :  oh,  bravely  came  we  ofF, 

When  with  a  volley  of  cur  needlefs  fhot. 

After  fuch  bloody  toil  we  bid  good  night. 

And  wound  our  tatterM  colours  clearly  up, 

Lafl  in  the  field,  and  almoft  Lords  of  it. 

Enter  a  Mejj'enger. 

MeJ.  Where  is  my  Prince,  the  Dauphin  ? 

Leivls.  Here,  what  news  ? 

Mef  The  Count  Melun  is  flain  ;  the  Englijh  Lords 
By  his  perfuafion  are  at  length  fall'n  off. 
And  your  fupply  which  you  have  wifhM  fo  long 
Are  caft  awfiy  and  funk  on  Cco^/w/w-fands. 

Lnuis.  Ah  foul  flirewd  news !  Befhrew  thy  very  heartj 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to  night 
As  this  hath  made  me.    Who  was  he  that  fald 
King  yohri  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  ftumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers  ? 

JHef.  Who  ever  ipoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  Lord. 

Lewis.  Well ;  keep  good  quarter,  and  good  care  to-night; 
The  d  y  /7iall  not  be  up  fo  foon  as  I, 

To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.  [Exeunt^ 
SCENE    Vin.      A  place  near  Swinftead  Abbey, 
Enter  Ballard  and  Hubert  fe'verally. 

Hub.  Who's  there  ?  fpeak,  ho,  fpeak  quickly>or  I  {hoot« 

Baft.  A  friend.    What  art  thou  ? 

Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 

Baft.  And  whither  doft  thou  go  ? 

Hub.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 
Why  may  not  I  demand  of  thine  affairs. 
As  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Baft.  Hubert,  I  think. 

Hub.  Thou  haft  a  perfeft  thought : 
I  will  upon  all  hazards  well  believe 
Thou  art  my  friend,  thou  knov/'ft  my  tongue  fo  wells 
Who  art  thou  ? 

Baft.  Who  thou  wilt  ;  and  if  thou  pleafe 
Thou  may' ft  be-friend  me  fo  much,  as  to  think 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plant agenets» 
Hub,  Unkind  remembJrance !  thou  and  eyelefs  night 

Have 
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ilave  done  me  lhame ;  brave  foldier,  pardon  me. 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  tongue 
Should  'fcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Baft,  Come,  come  5  fans  complment ,  what  news  abroad  ? 
Hub,  Why  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of  night, 
To  find  you  outo 

Baft.  Brief  then  :  and  what's  the  news  ? 
Hub.  O  my  fweet  Sir,  news  fitting  to  the  nightp 
Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs,  and  horrible. 

Baft.  Shew  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news, 
I  am  no  woman,  I'll  not  fwoon  at  it. 

Hub,  The  King,  I  fear^  is  poifonM  by  a  Monk  s 
I  left  him  almoft  fpeechlefs,  and  broke  out 
T'  acquaint  you  with  this  evil ;  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fudden  time. 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this. 

B.^ft.  How  (>id  he  take  it  ?  who  did  talle  to  him  ? 
Hub.  A  Monk,  I  teJl  you,  a  refolved  villain, 
"Whofe  bowels  fuddenly  burft  out  ;  the  King 
Yet  fpeaks,  and  peradventure  may  recover, 

Bajl.  Whom  didft  thou  leave  to  tend  his  Majefly  ? 
Hub,  Why,  know  you  net  ?  the  Lords  are  all  come  back. 
And  brought  Prince  Hitiry  in  their  company. 
At  whofe  requeft  the  King  hath  pardon'd  them. 
And  they  are  all  about  his  Majelly. 

Baft,  With-hold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heav'n  ? 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power. 
I'll  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  pow*rs  this  night 
Pafling  thefe  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide, 
Thefe  Lincolrt-wdiiheB  have  devoured  them  ; 
My  felf,  well  mounted,  hardly  have  efcap'd. 
Away  before  :  condu£l  me  to  the  King, 
I  doubt  he  will  be  dead,  or  e'er  I  come.  ^Exeunt, 
SCENE  IX.    Changes  to  the  Orchard  at  Swinftead  Akby\ 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  Salifbury  and  Bigot, 
Henry,  It  is  too  late,  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
Is  touch'd  corruptibly ;  and  his  pure  brain. 
Which  fome  fuppofe  the  foul's  frail  dwelling-houfe. 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foiet^l  the  ending  of  mortality, 
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Enter  Pembroke. 
Pemb,  His  Highnefs  yet  doth  fpeak,  and  holds  belief 
That  being  brought  into  the  open  air. 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poilc  n  which  affaikth  him. 

Henry.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here  5 
Doth  he  ftill  rage  ? 

Pemb.  He  is  more  patient 
Than  when  you  left  him  ;  tvm\  now  he  fung. 

Hemy.  Oh  vanity  of  ficknefs !  fierce  extreams 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themfelves. 
Death  having  preyM  upon  the  outward  parts 
Leaves  them  infenfible  j  his  fiege  is  now 
Againft  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
"With  many  legions  of  ftrange  fantafies, 
Which,  in  their  throng  and  prefs  to  that  h'}.  bold. 
Confound  themfelves.    *Tis  ftrange  that  death  fhould  ling; 
I  am  the  Cygnet  to  this  pale,  faint  Swan, 
"Who  chaunts  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death, 
>\nd  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty  fmgs 
His  foul  a;  d  body  to  their  lafting  reft. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  Prince,  for  you  are  born 
To  fet  a  fiirm  upon  that  Indigeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fhapelefs  and  fo  rude. 
King  John  brought  in. 
K,  jfohn.  Ay  marry,  now  my  foul  hath  elbow-room  5 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors, 
Thceisfv^hot  a  fummer  in  my  bofom. 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  dull  j 
I  am  a  fcribbled  form  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment,  and  againft  this  fire 
Do  I  fhrink  up. 

Henry.  How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 
K.  ^ohn.  Poifon'd,  ill  fare !  oh  !  dead,  forfook,  caft  off. 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come 
To  thruft  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw  ; 
Nor  let  my  kin gd em's  rivers  take  their  courfe 
Through  my  burn'd  bofi^m  :  nor  intreat  the  north 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifs  my  parched  lips. 
And  comfort  me  with  cold.    I  afk  not  much, 
I  beg  cold  coinfort  j  and  you  are  fo  ftrait  And 
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And  fo  ungrateful,  you  deny  me  that, 

Henry.  Oh  that  there  were  feme  virtue  in  my  tears. 
That  might  relieve  you  ! 

K.  John,  The  fait  of  them  is  hot. 
Within  me  is  a  hell,  and  there  the  poifon 
Is  as  a  fiend,  confin'd  to  tyrannize 
On  unrcprievable,  condemned  blood. 

SCENE    X.     Enter  Baftard. 

Bafl»  Oh,  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  motion. 
And  fpleen  of  fpeed  to  fee  your  Majefty. 

K-  John.  Oh  coufm  thou  art  ccme  to  fet  mine  eye : 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  i;;  crackt  and  burnt. 
And  all  the  fhrouds  wherewith  my  life  fhouM  &il 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair: 
My  heart  h'  th  one  poor  firing  to  flay  it  by. 
Which  holds  but  'till  thy  news  be  uttered  ; 
And  then  all  this  thou  feeft  is  but  a  clod. 
And  model  of  confoun  led  royalty. 

Baji.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward, 
Where  heav*n  he  knows  how  we  fhall  anfwer  him. 
For,  in  a  night,  the  beft  part  of  my  power. 
As  I  up  n  advantage  did  remove, 
Weie  in  the  wafhes  all,  unwarily. 

Devoured  by  the  unexpected  flood.  [The  King  dies, 

Sal.  You  breathe  thefe  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear  : 

My  Liege  !  my  Lord  !  but  now  a  King  now  thus, 

Henry.  Ev'n  fo  muft  I  run  on,  and  ev'n  fo  ftop.  * 
Baft.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?  I  do  but  ftny  behind 

To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge  : 

And  then  my  foul  fhall  wait  on  thee  to  heav'n. 

As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  fervant  flill. 

Now,  now,  you  ftars,  that  move  in  your  right  fph^res. 

Where  be  ycur  pow'rs  ?  fhew  now  your  mended  taiths. 

And  inftantly  return  with  me  again, 

To  pufh  deftruiElit-n  and  perpetual  fhame 

Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  Innd  : 

Strait  let  us  feek,  or  flrait  we  fhall  be  fought ; 
♦  —  and  ev*n  fo  ftop. 

"Whit  f'Mety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  ftay, 
"VVlien  tii's  wis  nov/  a  Kir^g,  and  now  ia  tlay 
BaJi.  Art  thuu  gone  fo 
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The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

SaL  It  feems  you  know  not  then  fo  much  as  we  S 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reft, 
Who  half  an  hour  fince  came  from  the  Dauphin  j 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  offers  of  our  peace. 
As  we  with  honour  and  refpe£l  may  take, 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  war. 

Baft,  He  v>'ill  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  fees 
Our  felves  well  finewed  to  our  defence. 

SaL  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already  ; 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  difpatchM 
To  the  f&a-fide,  and  piit  his  caufe  and  quarrel 
To  the  difpofing  of  the  Cardinal : 
With  whom  your  felf,  my  felf,  and  other  Lords> 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  poft 
To  confummate  this  bufinefs  happily,  . 

Baft.  Let  it  be  fo !  and  you ,  my  noble  Prince, 
With  other  Princes  that  may  beft  be  fpar^d. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father*s  funeral, 

Henry,  At  JVorcefter  muft  his  body  be  interred, 
For  fo  he  willM  it. 

Baft.  Thither  fnall  it  then, 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  felf  put  oa 
The  lineal  ftate  and  glory  of  the  land  ! 
To  whom  with  all  fubmiflion,  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  fervices. 
And  true  fubjeftion  everlaftingly. 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make. 
To  reft  without  a  fpot  for  evermore. 

Henry.  I  have  a  kind  foul  that  would  give  you  thanks^ 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Baft.  Oh,  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe. 
Since  it  hath  been  before-hand  with  cur  griefs. 
Thus  England  never  did,  and  never  fhall. 
Lye  at  tlie  proud  foot  of  a  Conqueror, 
feut  when  it  firft  did  help  to  wound  it  felf. 
Now  thefe  her  Princes  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms 
And  we  fhall  ftiock  them.    Nought  ihali  make  us  rue, 
If  England  to  it  felf  do- reft  but  tru:.         [Exeunt  omstr 
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ACTT.     SCENE  L 
rhe  c  0  u  R  r. 

Enter  King  Righard,  John  of  Gaunt,  tvitb  other  Nob's: 
and  Attendants. 
K.  2?/V^.         LD  John  oi  Gaunt y  time-honour'd  L^n- 

Haft  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  bond^ 
Brought  hither  Many  Hereford  thy  bold  fon. 
Here  to  make  good  the  boiftVous  late  Appeal, 
Which  then  our  leifure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  7hma5  Moivbray  ? 
Gauut.  I  have,  my  Liege. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  bin:. 
If  he  appeal  the  Duke  on  ancient  malice. 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  fubjed  fhould, 
On  fome  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  argument. 
On  fome  apparent  danger  ftcn  in  him 
AimM  at  your  Higlincfs  5  no  inveterate  malice. 
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K.  Rich,  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence ;  fact  to  face, 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  our  felves  will  hear 
Th*  accufer,  and  th'  accufed  freely  Ipeak  : 
High-ftomach'd  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire  j 
In  rage,  deaf  as  the  fea  ;  hafty  as  fire. 
SCENE    II.      Enter  Bolingbroke  and  Mowbray, 

Baling.  May  many  years  of  happy  days  befal 
My  gracious  Sovereign,  my  moft  loving  Leige  ! 

Moivb.  Each  day  ftill  better  others  happinefs  5 
Until  the  heavens  envying  earth's  good  hap. 
Add  an  Immortal  title  to  your  crown ! 

K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both,  yet  one  but  flatters  us. 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come  for  j 
Namely  t*  appeal  each  other  of  hiyh  treafon. 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  what  doft  thou  ohjedt 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mcwhray  f 

Baling,  Flrft,  (Heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech  !) 
In  the  devotion  of  a  lubjedl's  love. 
Tend* ring  the  precious  fafety  of  my  Prince, 
And  free  from  other  mif-begotten  hate, 
Come  I  Appel.'ant  to  this  prince  y  prefence. 
Now,  Thomas  Monvbray,  do  I  turn  to  thee. 
And  mark  my  greeting  well  5  for  what  I  fpeak. 
My  body  /hall  make  good  upon  this  earth. 
Or  my  divine  foul  anfwer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor  and  a  mifcreant.  * 

Mctub.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accufe  my  zeal  ^ 
'Tis  not  the  tryal  of  a  woman's  war. 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  us  twain  ; 
The  blood  is  hot  that  muft  be  cool'd  fcr  this. 
Vet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boaft. 
As  to  be  hufht,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay, 

*  —  a  mifcreant. 

Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  Ijvc^ 
Since  the  more  fair  and  cryllal  is  the  sky. 
The  Ujiiier  feera  the  clouds  that  in  it  fiv  ; 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  Note, 
Wirh  a  foul  traitor's  iiame  fluff  I  thy  throat, 
And  wifli,  fo  ple.'fe  my  Sovereign,  ere  1  move, 
*Vhat  my  tongue  Xpeak»,  niy  light  drawn  ivPord  may  prove. 
Miwb.  Let  ngl 
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FIrft  the  fait  rev'rence  of  your  Highncfs  curbs  me 
Fr«m  giving  reins  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech, 
WMch  elfe  would  poft,  until  it  had  returnM 
T  ■  ^"e  terms  of  treafon  doubled  down  his  throaU 
Setting  afide  his  high  blood's  royalty. 
Let  him  but  bs  no  kinfman  to  my  Liege^ 
And  I  defie  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him. 
Call  him  a  flanderous  coward,  and  a  villain  J 
Whicli  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds^ 
And  meet  Him,  were  I  ty'd  to  run  a-foot 
Even  to  the.  frozen  ridges  of  the  j^Ij[>Sp 
Or  any  other  ground  unhabitable. 
Where  never  Eng/ijhman  durft  fet  his  ibot. 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty  ; 
By  all  my  hopes,  moft  falfly  doth  he  lie. 

Boling,  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  my  gage^ 
Difclaiming  licre  the  kindred  of  a  King,. 
And  lay  afide  my  high  blood's  royalty, 
(Which  fear,  not  rev'rence,  makes  thee  to  except :) 
If  guilty  dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  ftrength. 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  (loop. 
By  that,  and  all  the  rites  of  knighthood  elfe. 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee,  arm  to  arm. 
What  I  have  fpoken,  as  what  thou  haft  devifed* 

Mo%ub.  I  take  it  up,  and  by  that  fword  I  fwear. 
Which  gently  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  fhouldcr^, 
I'll  anfvver  thee  in  any  fair  degree. 
Or  chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  tryal  ; 
And  when  1  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light. 
If  I  be  traitor,  or  unjuftly  fight  ! 

K.2?:V/>.What  doth" our  coufm  lay  to  M<ni;braf%zh2iXgt  ? 
It  muft  be  great  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ilTin  him. 

Boling.  Look,  what  I  faid,  my  life  /hall  prove  it  true  j 
That  Moivbray  hath  receivM  eight  thoufand  nobles. 
In  name  of  lendings  fur  your  Highnefs'  foldlers, 
The  which  he  hath  detain'd  for  lewd  imploymentsj 
Likeaialfc  traitor  and  injurious  villain. 
Beides,  I  fay,  and  will  in  battel  prove. 
Or  here,  or  clfe^  hrr^,  to  the  fuithcH  T^rgc 

Vol.'  \y,  X  Tli>* 
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That  ever  was  furvey'd  by  Englijh  eye  5 

That  all  the  treafons  for  thefe  eighteen  years, 

Complotted  and  conrrived  in  this  land. 

Fetch  from  falfe  Mfwbray  their  firft  head  and  fprin^,. 

Further,  I  fay,  and  further  will  maintain, 

That  he  did  plot  the  Duke  of  Gloucejier^s  death, 

5uggeft  his  foon-believing  adverfaries. 

And  ccnftqucntly,  like  a  traitor-coward, 

SlucM  out  his  ^nn'cent  foul  through  ftreams  of  blood  5 

"Which  blood,  like  facrificing -^^f'fs,  cries 

Fven  from  the  tonguelefs  caverns  oT  the  earth. 

To  me,  for  juftice,  and  rough  chaftifement. 

And  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  defcent. 

This  arm  fhall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent, 

K.  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch  his  refolution  foars ! 
'^omas  of  Norfolk,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this  ? 

M'Avb.  O,  let  my  Soveieign  turn  away  his  face^ 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
^Til  "  I  have  told  this  flander  of  his  blood. 
How  God  and  good  men  hate  fo  foul  a  liar. 

K.  Rich.  Motuhrayy  impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears. 
Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  our  kingdom's  heir. 
As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  fon  ^ 
Now  by  my  fcepter's  awe,  I  make  a  vow. 
Such  r^eighbpur-nearnefs  to  our  facred  blood 
Should  nothing  priv'lege  him,  nor  partializc 
Th'  unf^ooping  firmnefs  of  my  upright  foul. 
He  is  our  fubje£V,  Moivbray,  fo  art  thou. 
Free  fpeech  and  fearlefs  I  to  thee  allow, 

Mmvh,  Then,  Bolingbreke^  as  low  as  to  thy  heart 
Through  the  falfe  paflage  of  thy  throat,  thou  lieft  ! 
Thre-  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calais, 
pifbui  H- 1  to  his  Highnefs'  foldie  s  ; 
^he  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confent. 
For  that  my  fovc^eign  Liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upr  n  remainder  pf  a  dear  account. 
Since  'alt  1  wen  to  France  to  fetch  his  Queen. 
Now  fvv.^llow  down  that  lie.    For  Gloucefler^^  death, 
I  fiew  him  not ;  but,  to  mine  own  difgrace^ 
Negledled  my  fworn  duty  in  that  cafe. 
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For  you,  my  noble  Lord  of  Lancafter, 

The  hon<^\lrable  father  to  my  foe. 

Once  I  did  lay  an  ambufii  for  your  Hfe, 

A  tiefpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  foul  5 

But  ere  I  laft  receivM  the  facrament, 

I  did  confefs  it,  and  exaftly  begg*  d 

Your  Grace's  pardon  ;  and  1  hope  1  had  it. 

This  is  my  fault as  for  the  reft  appe^l'd^ 

It  ifTues  from  the  rancotir  of  a  villain, 

A  recreant  and  moft  degenerate  traitor  s 

Which  in  my  felf  I  bdldly  will  defend> 

And  interchangeably  hurl  d  )V/u  :r./  gage 

Upon  this  over-weeDiug  traitor's  foot. 

To  prove  my  felf  a  loyal  ^^ntlcman. 

Even  in  the  b'^it  blooc  ch,  mber*d  in  his  bofoiiri* 

In  hafte  whereor  molr  heartily  1  pray 

Your  Highnefs  to  affig.i  our  tryai-day. 

Y^.Kich,  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  berulMbymc^ 
Let*s  purge  this  choler  without  Jetting  blood  :  * 
Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun, 
WeMl  calm  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  fon.  * 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  make-peace  fhall  become  niy  age  ; 
Throw  down,  my  fon,  the  Duke  of  JNorfolk's  gage, 

K.  Rich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  dowii  his. 

Gaunt.  When,  Harrys  when  ? 
Obedience  bids,  I  fhould  not  bid  again, 

K.  Rich.  Norfolky  throw  dbwn,we  bid ;  there  is  no  boot* 

Moivb.  My  felf  I  th^ow,  dread  Sovereign,  at  thy  footi 
My  life  thou  fhalt  command,  but  not  my  fhame  j 
The  one  my  duty  owes  j  but  my  fair  name, 
Defpight  of  death,  that  lives  upon  my  grave. 
To  dark  difhonour's  ufe  thou  {halt  not  have. 
I  am  difgrac'd,  impeach' d,  and  baffled  here, 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul  with  flandcr*s  venomM  fpear  5 

»  —  without  letting  blood  : 
This  we  prefcnbe  though  no  phyfician, 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incifion  : 
Jforgct,  forgive,  conclu(ic  and  be  agreed. 
Our  doftors  lay,  this  is  no  lime  to  bleed, 
Ctood  uncle,  (ffi, 

Z  2 
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The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart- blood 
Which  breathM  this  poifon. 

K.  Rich,  Rage  muft  be  withftood  i 
Cive  me  his  gage :  Lions  make  Leopards  tame. 

Mov}b.  Yea,  but  not  change  their  fpots :  take  but  my 
fhame, 

And  I  reflgn  my  gage.    My  dear,  dear  Lord, 

The  pureft  treafure  mortal  times  afford. 

Is  fpotlefs  reputation  y  that  away, 

Men  arc  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay, 

A  jewel  in  a  ten-times-barrM-up  cheft. 

Is  a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyal  breaft. 

Mine  honour  is  my  life,  both  grow  in  one; 

Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done- 

Then,  dear  my  Liege,  mine  hom3ar  let  me  try. 

In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K.  Rich,  Coufin,  throw  dow  n  your  gage  ;  do  vou  begin. 

Boling.  Oh,  heav'n  defend  my  foul  from  fucn  foul  fin  \ 
Shall  I  feem  creft-fall'n  in  my  father's  fight, 
Or  with  pale  haggard  fear  impeach  my  height, 
before  this  out-dar'G  daftard  ?  Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  mine  honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong. 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  parle,  my  teeth  fhall  tear 
The  flaviHi  motive  of  recanting  fear. 
And  fpit  it  bleeding,  in  his  high  difgracc. 
Where  fhame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray^z  face, 

[Exit  Gaunt, 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  born  to  fue,  but  to  command. 
Which  fince  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends. 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  fhall  anfwer  it. 
At  Coventry y  upon  Saint  Lambert'' s  day. 
There  fhall  your  fwords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  fwelling  difference  of  your  fettled  hate  ; 
Since  we  cannot  atone  you,  you  fhall  fee 
Juftice  decide  the  victor's  chivalry, 
l.ord  Marfhal,  bid  our  officers  at  arms 

ready  to  direft  thefe  home-^alarms,  [Exeunt^ 
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SCENE   nr.     I'he  Duke  o/Lancafter's  palau^ 

Enter  Gaunt  and  Dut chefs  o/'Glouccfter. 
Gaunt,  Alas,  the  part  I  had  in  Glo'fter'z  blood  *  ' 
Doth  more  follicit  me  than  yoilr  exclaims^ 

To  ftir  againft  the  butchers  of  his  liffe.  ' 

But  fince  corre£lion  lyeth  in  thofe  hands. 

Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correal. 

Put  we  our  quarrel  to  the  will  of  hcav*n  ; 

Who  when  it  fees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth. 

Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  oft'enders  heads. 

Dutch,  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  (harper  fpur  ? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
JEdiuard's  fev'n  fons,  whereof  thy  fclf  art  one> 
Were  as  fev'n  vials  of  his  facred  blood  ; 
Or  fev'n  fair  branches  fpringing  from  one  root  t 
Some  of  thofe  fev*n  are  dryM  by  nature's  courfe  5 
Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  deft'nies  cut  J 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  Lordi  my  life,  my  Gl6*Jler^ 
(One  vial  full  of  Edward's  facred  blood. 
One  flourifhing  branch  of  his  moft  royal  root) 
Is  cracIcM,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt  y 
Is  hackt  down,  and  his  fummer  leaves  all  faded. 
By  envy*s  hand,  and  murder's  bloody  axe. 
Ah,  Gaunt!  his  b!ood  was  thine;  that  bed,  that  womb,* 
That  metal,  that  felf-mould  that  fafhionM  thee. 
Made  him  a  man ;  and  though  thou  liv*ft  and  breath' ftu 
Yet  art  thou  flain  in  him  ;  thou  doft  confent 
In  feme  large  meafure  to  thy  father's  death  ; 
In  that  thou  feeft  thy  wretched  brother  die. 
Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life. 
Call  it  not  patience,  Gaunt ,  it  is  defpair# 
In  fufF'ring  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughterM, 
Thou  fhew'ft  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life. 
Teaching  ftern  murther  how  to  butcher  thee. 
That  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle  patience. 
Is  pale  cold  coward ife  in  noble  breafts. 
What  (hall  I  fay  ?  to  fafeguard  thine  own  Hfej 
The  bed  way  is  to  'venge  my  Glo'ftcr^  death. 


•  I^Uuning  the  relation  be  M  W  i(» 
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Gaunt,  God's  is  the  quarrel ;  for  God's  fubftitnte. 
His  deputy  anointed  in  his  light. 
Hath  causM  his  death  ;  the  which  if  wrongfully, 
Let  God  revenge,  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  arm  againft  his  minifter. 

Dutch,  Where  then,  alas,  may  I  complain  my  felf  ? 

Gaunt,  To  heaven,  the  widow's  champion  and  dcfcncft. 

Dutch.  Why  then  I  will :  farewel,  old  Gaunt ^  farewel  S 
Thou  go*  ft  to  Coventry y  there  to  behold 
Our  ccufin  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight. 
O,  fit  my  hufband's  wrongs  on  Hereford^  fpear. 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mcivhray''s  breaft ! 
Or  if  misfortune  mifs  the  firft  carger, 
Be  Mowbray'' s  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  bofom, 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courier's  back. 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 
A  caitiff  recreant  to  my  coufin  Hereford! 
Farewel,  old  Gaunt,  thy  *  fometime  brother's  wife 
With  her  companion  grief  muft  end  her  life. 

Gaunt,  Sifter,  farewel  ;  I  muft  to  Coventry, 
As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me ! 

Dutch.  Yet  one  word  more ;  grief  boundeth  where  it  falls, 
Kot  with  the  empty  hollownefs,  but  weight  : 
I  take  my  leave,  before  I  have  begun  5 
For  forrow  ends  not,  when  it  feemeth  done# 
Commend  me  to  my  brother  Edmund  Tork» 

Lo,  this  is  all  nay,  yet  depart  not  fo. 

Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo  quickly  go: 

1  ftiall  remember  more.    Bid  him  oh,  what  ? 

With  all  good  fpeed  at  Plajhie  vifit  me. 

Alack,  and  what  fliall  good  old  Tork  fee  there 

But  empty  lodgings,  and  unfumifti'd  walls. 

Unpeopled  offices,  untrodden  ftones  ? 

And  what  hear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans  ? 

Therefore  commend  me,  let  him  not  come  there 

To  feek  out  forrow  that  dwells  every  where  5 

All  defolate  will  I  fi-om  hence  and  die  5 

."^he  laft  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.    '  [Exeunt, 

*  Sometime,  ftr  formerly, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    IV.      Tlje  Lijlsy  at  Coventry. 
Bnter  the  Lord  Marjhal  and  the  Duke  AumerJc. 

AJur,  My  Lord  Aumerky  is  Harry  Hereford  ai  mM  ? 

Aum,  Yea,  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in. 

Mar,  The  Duke  oi  Norfolk ^  fprightt'ul  all  and  bold. 
Stays  but  the  fummons  of  th*  Apellant*s  trumpet. 

Aum.  Why  then  the  champions  are  prepared,  and  ftjy 
For  nothing  but  his  M:^.je{ty*s  approach.  [Flourifh, 
^he  trumpets  f.und^  and  the  King  enters  iv'tth  his  Nclflei  : 

nvhen  they  are  Jet,  Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  in  arms 

Defendant,  ivitb  an  Herald, 

K.  Rich.  Marfhal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms  ; 
Afk  Iiim  his  name,  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar,  In  God's  name  and  the  King's,  fay  who  thou  art : 

[To  Mowbray* 
And  why  thou  com' ft,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms: 
Againft  what  man  thou  com' ft,  and  what  thy  quan-el. 
Speak  truly  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thine  oath. 
And  fo  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour  ! 

Moivb,  My  name  is  Thomas  Mcwbray^  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath, 
(Which  heav'n  forbid  a  knight  ihould  violate^ 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth, 
To  God,  my  King,  and  my  fucceeding  ifTue, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Hereford^  that  appeals  me  5 
And  by  the  Grace  or"  God,  and  this  mine  arm. 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  my  felf^ 
A  traitor  to  my  Gcd,  my  King,  and  me  ; 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heav'n  I 

The  trmr.pets  found.    Enter  Bolinf broke  Appellant,  in 
armour,  -with  an  Herald, 
IC.  Rich.  Marfhal,  alk  yonder  knight  in  arms. 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  comcth  hither. 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war: 
And  formally  according  to  our  law 
Dcpofc  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 

ACir.Whatis  thy  namc^and  whcicforc  com*ft  thou  hither, 

Before 
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before  King  Richard,  in  his  royal  lifts  ?         [TV  Boling, 
Againft  whom  comeft  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  knight,  fo  defend  thee  heav'n  ! 

Boling.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancajler  and  Derby 
Am  I,  who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  arms. 
To  prove,  by  heav'n's  Grace  and  my  body's  valour. 
In  lifts,  on  'Thomas  Mowbray  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
^That  he's  a  traitor  foul  and  dangerous,  - , 

To  God  or  heav'n.  King  Richard,  and  to  me  5 
And  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven  ! 

Mar,  On  pain  of  death,  no  perfon  be  fo  bold. 
Or  daring  hardy,  as  to  touch  the  lifts. 
Except  the  Marftjal,  and  fuch  officers 
Appointed  to  dire£^  thefc  fair  defigns. 

Baling,  Lord  Marftial,  let  me  kifs  my  Sovereign's  hand^ 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  Majefty : 
For  Mowbray  and  my  felf  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage  j 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave 
And  loving  farewel  of  our  feveral  friends. 

Mar,  Th' Appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  Highnefs, 

And  craves  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave, 
K.  Rich.  We  will  defcend  and  fold  him  in  our  arms* 

Coufin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  caufe  is  right, 

S,o  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight  ! 

Farewel,  my  blood,  which  if  to  day  thou  fhed. 

Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 
Baling.  Oh,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 

For  me,  if  I  be  gorM  with  PAoivbraf  s,  fpear  s 

As  confident,  as  is  the  Faulcon's  flight 

Againft  a  bird,  do  I  yNxth.  Mcivbray  fight* 

My  loving  Lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Of  you,  my  noble  Coufm,  Lord  Aumerle.  * 

Oh  thou  !  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood.     [T«  Gauiit» 

*  Lord  Awnerle  I 

"Not  (ick,  although  1  have  to  do  with  death, 

Bat  luity,  young,  and  chearly  drawing  breath.  ^ 

Lo,  as  at  Englijh  feafls,  fo  1  regreet 

The  ddintieil  laft,  to  make  the  end  moft  fwcel  ? 
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Whofe  youthful  fpirit,  in  me  regenerate. 
Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  vidory  above  head. 
Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers  j 
And  with  thy  bleffings  lleel  my  knee's  point. 
That  it  may  enter  Moivbray^s  waxen  coat, 
And  furbifh  new  the  name  of  yobn  o'  Gaunt 
Even  in  the  lufty  'haviour  of  his  fon. 

Gaunt.  Heav'n  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thee  profperous  J 
Be  fwift  like  lightning  in  the  execution. 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled  on. 
Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  ca/k 
Of  thy  adverfe  periiicious  enemy. 
Rouze  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  brave  and  live  ! 

JSoIing.  Mine  innocence,  God  and  St.  George  to  thrive  ! 
Monvb.  However  heav'n  or  fortune  caft  my  lot. 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  King  Richards  throne, 
A  loyal,  jurt:  and  upright  gentleman  : 
Never  did  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Caft  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontrouTd  enfranchifement. 
More  than  my  dancing  foul  doth  celebrate 
This  feaft  of  battel  with  mine  adverfary. 
Moft  m'ghty  Liege,  and  my  companion  Peers, 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wifli  of  happy  years  j 
As  gentle  and  as  jocund,  as  to  jeft. 
Go  I  to  fight :  truth  hath  a  quiet  breaft. 

K.  Rich.  Farewel,  my  Lord,  fecurely  I  efpy 
Virtue  with  valour,  couched  in  thine  eye. 
Order  the  ti  yal,  Marfhal,  and  begin. 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafier  and  Derhy^ 
Receive  thy  lance,  and  heav'n  defend  thy  right  ! 
Boling.  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry  Air.eri  ! 
Mar.  Go  bear  this  lance  to  Tbcmas  Dak?  of  JVorfcik» 
I  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafier  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  Sovereign,  and  himfelf. 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant. 
To  prove  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  7vomas  M:rvbray, 
A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  King,  and  him, 
And  dares  him  to  fct  forward  to  the  fight. 
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±  Her,  Here  ftandeth  Thomas  Moivbrav^  Duke  of  iWr* 

.  fiik, 

On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 

Both  to  defend  hinnfelf,  and  to  approve 

Henry  of  Hereford,  Lane  after  and  Derby, 

To  God,  his  Sovereign,  .md  to  him,  diHoyal : 

Courageoufly,  and  with  a  free  defire. 

Attending  but  the  lignal  to  begin.  Charge  founded. 

Mar,  Sound,  trumpets,  and  fet  forward,  Combatants. 
But  ftay,  the  King  hath  thrown  his  warder  down. 

K.  Rich,  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets,  and  theirfpears> 
And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again  : 
Withdraw  with  us,  and  let  the  trumpets  found. 
While  we  return  theft-  Dukes  what  v/e  decree. 

loTJg  Flotirijk,  after  ivhicb  the  King  fpeaki 
to  the  Dukes, 
Draw  near  

And  lift  what  with  our  Council  we  have  done. 

For  that  our  Kingdom's  earth  fhoujd  not  be  foilM 

With  that  dear  blood  which  it  hatlt  foft-ered  ; 

And,  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afp^:^£l 

Of  civil  wounds  ploughed  up  with  neighbours  fwords  5 

And  for  we  think,  the  eagle -wingei  pride 

Of  /ky-afpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts. 

With  rival-hating  envy,  fet  you  on. 

To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 

Draws  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  flcep. 

But  thus  rousM  up  with  boift*rous  untunM  drums. 

And  harfh-refounding  trumpets  dreadful  bray. 

And  grating  fliock  of  wrathful  iron  arms, 

Might  from  our  quiet  confines  be  affrighted. 

And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindred's  blood: 

Therefore,  we  banifli  you  our  territories. 

You,  coufm  Hereford,  on  pain  of  death, 

'Till  twice  five  fummers  have  enrich'd  our  fields. 

Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions, 

But  tread  the  ftranger  paths  of  banifhment. 

Boling.  Your  will  be  done  :  this  muft  my  comfort  be. 
That  fun  that  warms  you  here,  ihall  fliine  on  me ; 

And 
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And  thofe  his  golden  beams  to  you  here  Jent, 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  banifliment. 

K.  Rich,  Norfolky  for  thee  rem:iins  a  heavier  doom, 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce. 
The  fly -flow  hours  fhall  not  determinate 
The  daielefs  limit  of  thy  dear  exile  : 
The  hcpclcfs  word,  of  ne'ver  to  return^ 
Breathe  1  againil  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Moivb.  A  heavy  fentence,  my  moft  fovercign  Liege, 
And  all  unlookM  for  from  your  Highnefs*  mouth  : 
A  dearer  merit,  not  fo  deep  a  maim 
As  to  be  caft  forth  in  the  common  air, 
Have  I  dcfcrved  at  your  Highnefs*  hands. 
The  language  I  have  leain'd  thefe  forty  years. 
My  native  Enghjlj^  now  I  muft  forego  ; 
And  now  my  tongue's  ufe  is  to  me  no  more. 
Than  an  unllringid  viol,  or  a  harp, 
Or  Hlcea  cunning  inftrument  casM  up, 
Or  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony.  * 
I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurfe. 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now  : 
What  is  thy  fentence  then,  but  fpeechlefs  death. 
Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath  ? 

K.  Rich.  Jt  boots  thee  not  to  be  compaflionate  j 
After  our  fentence,  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Mcwh.  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  ccuntry*s  light, 
T^o  dwell  in  folemn  fhades  of  endlefs  night. 

K.  Rich.  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  ye. 
Lay  on  our  royal  fword  your  banilhM  hands ; 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heaven 
(Our  part  therein  we  banifh  witli  your  felves,) 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  adminiller  : 
You  never  fhall,  fo  help  you  truth,  and  heav'n. 
Embrace  each  other's  love  in  banifliment, 

*  — -  the  harmony. 

Within  my  mouih  you  have  enpoa'.'d  my  tongue, 
Doubly  portciiilisM  wiih  my  tenh  ai:d  lips, 
Aiid  dull,  uiifccling,  barren  ik;norance 

male  my  gualcr  to  i  tlend  on  nic. 
J  am  too  old 

Nor 
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Nor  ever  look  upon  each  other's  face,  I 
Nor  evei"  \Vrite,  regreet,  or  reconcile 
This  lowering  tempeft  of  your  home-bred  hate, 
Nof  ever  by  advifed  purpofe  meet, 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  ill, 
•Gain ft  us,  our  ftate,  our  fubjedls,  or  our  land. 
Boling.  I  fvvear, 

Jldcv-i.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

Baling,  Norfolkj  fo  far,  as  to  mine  enemy  i  • 

[7«  falutatiort. 

By  this  time,  h?.d  the  King  permitted  us, 
One  of  our  fouls  had  wandred  in  the  air, 
BanifhM  this  frnil  fepulchre  of  our  flefli. 
As  now  our  ficfii  is  ban  fhM  from  this  land. 
Confefs  thy  treafons,  ere  thou  fly  this  realm  j 
Since  thou  haft  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  foul. 

Moivb,  No,  Bolingbroke  j  if  ever  I  were  traitor. 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life. 
And  I  from  heaven  bani/hM  as  from  hence  ! 
But  what  thou  art,  heav'n,  thou,  and  I  do  kn04V, 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  King  fliall  rue. 
Farewel,  my  Liege  ;  now  no  way  can  I  ftray  ; 
Save  back  to  England  all  the  world's  my  way.  [Exit* 
SCENE  V. 

K.  Rich,  Uncle,  even  in  the  glafles  of  thine  eyes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  heart  j  thy  fad  afpefl 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banifhM  years 
PluckM  four  away  J  fix  frozen  winters  fpent. 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  banifhment. 

Boling.  How  long  a  time  lyes  in  one  little  word! 
Four  lagging  v*- inters,  and  four  wanton  fprings 
End  in  a  word  ;  fuch  is  the  breath  of  Kings. 

Gaunt.  I  thank  my  Liege,  that  in  regard  ofme 
He  fhortens  four  years  of  my  fon's  exile  : 
But  little  vantage  fhall  I  reap  thereby: 
For  ere  the  fix  years  that  he  h.ith  to  fpend 
Can  change  their  moons,  and  bring  their  times  about. 
My  oyl-dryM  lanap,  and  time-bewafteJ  light. 
Shall  be  extinct  with  age,  and  endlefs  night : 
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My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt,  and  done. 
And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  fee  my  fon, 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle  ?  thou  haft  many  years  to  live. 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute.  King,  that  thoucanft  give  j 
Shorten  my  days  tho  j  canft  with  fallen  forrow. 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow : 
Thou  canft  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age. 
But  ftop  no  wTrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage : 
Thy  v/ord  is  currant  with  him  for  my  death  ; 
But  dead,  thy  kinpdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K.  Rich.  Thy  fon  is  banifh'd  upon  good  advice. 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party-verdi(il  gave  ; 
Why  at  our  juftice  fcem'ft  thou  then  to  low'r  f 

Gaunt.  Things  fweet  to  taftc  prove  in  digcftion  fow*r  % 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge,  but  I  had  ratlier 
You  wou'd  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father, 
Alas,  I  lookM  when  fome  of  you  ftiould  fay, 
I  was  too  ftri6t  to  make  mine  own  away  : 
But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 
Againfl  my  will,  to  do  my  fclf  this  wrong, 
A  partial  flander  fought  I  to  avoid. 
And  in  the  fentence  my  own  life  deftroy*d. 

K.  Rich.  Coufin,  farewel  !  and,  uncle,  bid  him  fo: 
Six  years  we  banilh  him,  and  he  fhall  go.  \_FlouriJh.'] 


Aum.  Coufin,  farewel !  what  prefence  muft  not  know, 
From  where  you  do  remain  let  paper  ftiow. 

Mar,  My  Lord,  no  leave  take  1,  for  I  will  ride 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  to  what  piirpofe  doft  thou  hoard  thy  words. 
That  thou  rcturn'ft  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  } 

Bolin^i.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you, 
When  the  tongue's  oflicc  ftiould  be  prodigal. 
To  breathe  th*  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart- 
Gaunt,  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  ablcncc  for  a  time. 
Boling.  Joy  abfent,  grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 
Gaunt.  What  is  fix  winters  ?  they  are  quickly  gpiie. 
BoUng.  To  men  in  joy;  but  giicf  make:  one  hour  ten. 
Gaunt.  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'ft  for  pleafurc. 
Bohng.  My  heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  fo, 


SCENE  VI. 


Vol.  IV. 


A  a 
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Which  finds  it  an  enforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt,  The  fuUen  paflage  of  thy  weary  {leps  , 
Eftcem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home  return. 
All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  vifits 
Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  necefTity  to  reafon  thus  ; 
There  is  no  'virtue  like  nccejftty. 
po  fay,  I  fent  thee  forth  to  purchafe  honour. 
And  not,  the  King  exil'd  thee.    Or  fuppofe 
Devouring  peftilence  hangs  in  our  air. 
And  thou  art  flying  to  a  fre/her  clime. 
Look  what  thy  foul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 
To  lye  that  way  thou  go' ft,  not  whence  thou  com' ft, 
Suppofe  the  fmging  birds  muficians  5 
The  grafs  whereon  thou  tread'ft,  the  prefence-flooT  j 
The  flow'rs  fair  ladies  ;  and  thy  fteps,  no  more 
Than  a  delightful  meafure  or  a  dance. 

Boling.  Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand 
By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caucafus  f 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feaft  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fnow. 
By  thinking  on  fantaftick  fummer's  heat  ? 
Oh  no,  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe  ; 
Fell  forrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  for^ 

Gaunt.  Come,  come,  my  fon,  V\\  bring  thee  on  thy  wsy  j 
Had  I  thy  youth,  and  caufe,  ^l  would  not  ftay. 

^o///7^^.Then,£;T|r/t?w^/'s  ground, farewel !  fweet  foiI,adic«  ! 
My  mother  and  my  nurfe,  which  bears  me  yet, 
Where-e'er  I  wander,  boaft  of  this  I  can. 
Though  banlfhM,  yet  a  true-born  EngUJkman,  [ExrunT, 

SCENE    VII.      rbe  Ccurt. 
Enter  K"/;?^  Richard,  Bagot  and  Green  at  one  door,  and  ris 
Lord  Aumerle  at  the  other. 

K;  Rich,  We  did  indeed  ohferve  Coufin  Aumerk^ 

llow.far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

''  Aum,  I  brought  high  Hereford,  if  ygu  eaii  hm  (q^  , 

But 
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But  to  the  next  high-way,  and  there  I  left  him. 

K,Ricb.  And  fay,  what  ftore  of  parting  tears  were  /hed  ? 

j4um.  *  Faith,  none  by  me  ;  except  the  north- eaft  wind 
(Which  then  blew  bitterly  againft  our  faces) 
Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheum,  and  To  by  chance 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 

K.  Rich,  What  faid  your  coufin  when  you  parted  with 

^um.  Fareivel !  [him  ? 

And  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tmgue 
Should  fo  prophane  the  word.    That  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppreflion  of  fuch  grief. 
That  words  feem'd  buried  in  my  forrow*s  grave. 
But  would  the  vroxA  fareiuel  have  lengthened  hours. 
And  added  years  to  his  fhort  banifhmcnt. 
He  ihould  have  had  a  volume  of faretvels  ; 
But  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me, 

K.  Rich.  Ht  is  our  kinfman,  coufin  ;  but  'tis  doubt. 
When  time  f?iall  call  him  home  from  banifliment, 
AVhether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 
Our  felf,  and  Bujhy^  Bagot  here,  and  Green ^ 
ObfervM  his  court/hip  to  the  common  people: 
How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts, 
"With  humble  and  familiar  courtefie  ! 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  Haves  5 
Wooing  poor  crafts-men  with  the  craft  of  fmile?> 
And  patient  under-bearing  of  his  fortune. 
As  'twere  to  bani/h  their  afiedions  with  him. 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfter-wcnch  j 
A  brace  of  dray-mcn  bid  God  fpeed  him  well. 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee. 
With  tbankSy  my  countrymen,  my  loving  friends  ; 
As  were  our  England  in  reverlion  his, 
And  he  our  fuojed^s"  next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.  Well,  he  is  gone, and  with  him  go  thefe  thoughta  ■ 
Now  for  the  rebels,  which  lland  out  in  Ireland, 
Expedient  manage  muft  be  made,  my  Liege  ; 
^rc  further  leifure  yield  them  further  means 
For  their  advantjge,  and  your  Hij^hnefs'  lofs. 

K.  Rich,  We  will  our  lelf  in  perfoq  to  this  war  ; 
And,  for  our  coffers  with  too  great  a  court 

A  a  z  Ana 
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And  liberal  largefs  ai-e  grown  fomewhat  lights 
"We  are  inforc  d  to  farm  our  royal  realm. 
The  revenue  whereof  fhall  furnilh  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand  ;  if  they  comt  fliort. 
Our  fubftitutes  at  home  fhall  have  blank  charters  t 
Whereto,  when  they  (hall  know  what  men  are  ricfa. 
They  /hall  fybfcribe  them  for  large  fums  of  goJd, 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants  : 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 


K.  Rich.  What  news  ? 
Bufiy,  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  fick,  my  Lord, 
Suddenly  taken,  and  hath  fent  port  hade 
T'  intreat  your  Maiefty  to  vifit  him. 
K.  Rick,  Where  lyeshe? 
Bufiy.  AtEly-houfe, 

K.         Now  put  it,  heav*n,  in  his  phyficlan'smind. 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately  ! 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  fhall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  foldiers  for  thefe  Jrijh  wars. 
Come,  gentlemen.  Jet's  all  go  vifit  him  : 
Pray  heav'n  we  may  make  hafte,  and  come  too  laje  I  [Ext« 


In  wholefome  ccunfel  to  his  unftayM  youth  ? 

Tork,  Vex  not  your  felf,  and  ftrive  not  with  your  breath  % 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  ear. 

Gaunt,  Oh  but,  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Inforce  attention  like  deep  harmony  : 
Where  words  are  fcarce,  they're  feldom  fpent  in  vain  ; 
For  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain.  • 

*  Their  words  in  pain. 
He  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liften'd  more 
Than  they  whom  youth  and  ea(e  had  taught  to  glofe  ; 
More  are  mens  ends  mar}c'd  than  their  lives  before  : 
,   The  fetting  fun,  aud  mulick  in  the  clofc.  ' 


Enter  Bufhy. 
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Turk,  His  ear  is  flopt  with  oth^r  flatt'ring  charms, 
As  praifes  of  his  ftate ;  there  are  befide 
Lafcivious  mccters^  to  whofe  venom'd  found 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  liften  ; 
Keport  of  fafhions  in  proud  Italy , 
Whofe  manners  ftill  our  tardy  apifh  nation 
Limps  after,  in  bafe  aukward  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thruft  fortli  a  vanity, 
(So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpeft  how  vile,) 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz*d  into  his  ears  ? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard. 
Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wit*s  regard,  -f* 

Gaunt.  Mcthinks  I  am  a  prophet  new  infpir*d. 
And  thus  expiring  do  foretel  of  him. 
His  rafh,  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  laft ; 
For  violent  fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves. 
Small  fhow*rs  laft  long,  but  fudden  ftorms  are  iliort  y 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  faft  betimes  ; 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choak  the  feeder ^ 
Light  vanity,  infatiate  cormorant, 
Confuming  means,  foon  preys  upon  it  felf. 
This  royal  throne  of  Kings,  this  fcepter'd  Iflc, 
This  earth  of  Majefty,  this  feat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Erieny  demy  Paradi'fe, 
This  fortrefs  built  by  Nature  for  her  felf  ; 
Againft  infedlion,  and  the  hand  of  war  ; 
This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world. 
This  precious  ftune  fet  in  the  filver  fea. 
Which  ferves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall. 
Or  as  a  moat  defenfive  to  a  houfe, 
Againft  the  envy  of  Icfs  happy  lands  ; 
This  nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  Kings. 

As  the  laft  tafte  of  fweets  is  fwccrcA  lart, 
"U  rit  in  rcmembrancfi,  more  than  tbings  lo'ip  pal  ; 
Though  Ruh'ird  iny  life's  counlel  vould  not  hear. 
My  death's  fad  talc  may  yet  undcaf  his  ear. 
York.  His  car  

f  with  W  t's  regard. 

I)irc6l  not  hini,  whjlc  way  hinifclf  will  chufe  , 

*Tis. breath  you  lackMt,  and  thai  brcaih  will  IhOU  lofc. 

GuM/if.  McLniaks  1  am  

A  a  3  Fcar'<^ 
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t'earM  for  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birtlj. 
Renowned  for  their  deeds,  as  far  from  home. 
For  chriftian  fervice  and  true  chivalry, 
As  is  the  fepulchre  in  ftubborn  Jury 
Of  the  world's  ranfom,  blefled  Mary\  fon  ; 
This  land  of  fuch  dear  fouls,  this  dear  dear  land. 
Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world. 
Is  now  leasM  out,  (I  die  pronouncing  it) 
Like  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  farm. 
England  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  fca, 
Whofe  rocky  Ihore  beats  back  the  envious  liege 
Of  watry  Nefitufje,  is  bound  in  with  fhame. 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds. 
Thzt  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others. 
Hath  made  a  fhameful  conqucft  of  it  felf. 
Ah  !  would  the  fcandal  vani/h  with  my  life. 
How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death  ! 

SCENE  II.       £«r^r  AT/Vj^  Richard,  An. 
merle,  Bufliy,  Green,  Bagot,  Rofs,  aw^/ Willoughby. 

York,  The  King  is  come,  deal  mildly  with  his  youth  j 
For  young  hot  colts,  being  'rag'd,  do  rage  the  more. 

^een.  How  fares  our  noble  uncle  Lancajier  f 

K,Ricb,y/h2it  comfort,man?  How  is't  with  aged  Gaunt 

»  with  aged  Gaunt  ? 

Gaunt.  Oh,  how  ihat  name  befits  my  cempofition  ! 

Old  Gaunt  indeed,  and  gaunt  in  being  old: 

With  in  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  faft  3 

And  who  abiUins  from  meat,  that  is  not  gaunt  ? 

For  fleeping  England  long  lime  have  I  wattht;» 
Watching  breeds  leannefs,  leannefs  is  all.  gaunt , 
The  plealure  that  ibme  fathers  feed  upon, 
Is  my  ilridt  faft,  I  mean  my  childrens  looks. 
And  therein  fatting  halt  thou  made  me  gaunt  5 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  grave,  jgaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whofe  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 

K.  Rich.  Can  Jick  men  play  lo  nicely  with  their  names  ? 
^  Gaunt.  No,  mile  y  makes  Iport  to  mock  it  fclf : 
Since  thou  doft  feek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  n.y  name,  great  King,  to  flatter  thee. 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  tho!e  that  hVe  * 

Gaunt.  No,  no,  men  living  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

IL.Rich.  Thou  now  a  dying  Iky'ft  thou  flitrer'ft  me; 

Ciuint.  Uh  no,  thou  dy'il,  though  I  the  ficker  be. 

K.  R:  h  I  am  in  health,  1  breathe,  1  fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.  Now  he  ikat  ina<t«  me,  iaiows  J  fee  lh?c  iU  s 
liil  in  my  Icif 
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Gaunt,  111  in  my  felf,  but  feeing  thee  too,  ill. 
Thy  death-bed  is  no  leffef  than  the  land. 
Wherein  thou  Jyeft  in  reputation  fick  ; 
And  thotl,  too  carelefs  patient  as  thou  art, 
Giv*ft  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  phylicians  that  firft  wounded  thee  : 
A  thoufand  flatt'rers  fit  within  thy  crown, 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head. 
And  yet  incaged  in  fo  fmall  a  verge. 
Thy  wafte  is  no  whit  leffer  than  thy  land» 
Oh,  had  thy  grandfire  with  a  prophet's  eye 
Seen  how  his  fon's  fon  fhould  deOroy  his  fons, 
Frora  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  fham^ 
Depofing  thee  before  thou  wert  pofleft, 
"Who  art  poflfeft  now  to  depofe  thy  felf. 
Why,  coufin,  wert  thou  Regent  of  the  world, 
It  were  a  ihame  to  let  this  land  by  leafe  : 
But  for  thy  world  enjoying  but  this  land. 
Is  it  not  more  than  fhame  to  fhame  it  fo  ? 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou,  and  not  King : 
Thy  ftate  o*er  law  is  boadflave  to  the  law. 
And  

K.  Rich,  And  thou,  a  lunatick  lean-witted  fjol, 
Prefuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dar'ft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
R^ake  pale  our  cheek,  chafing  the  royal  blood 
With  fury  from  his  native  refidence. 
Now  by  my  feat's  right  royal  Majefly, 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  EdiuarcVs  fon. 
This  tongue  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  head 
Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  unreverent  fhoulders. 

Gaunt,  Oh,  fpare  mc  not,  my  brother  Edward's  fon. 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edivard^s  I'on, 
That  blood  already,  like  the  Pelican, 
Haft  thou  tapt  out,  and  drunkenly  carows'd. 
My  brother  Glo^Jier,  plain  well-meaning  foul, 
(Whom  fair  befal  in  heav'n  'mongft  happy  fouls !) 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witnefs  pood. 
That  thou  refpedl'ft  not  fpilling  Edvfard^s  blood. 
Join  with  the  prgfent  ficlgiefs  that  I  have, 
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And  thy  unkindnefs  be  like  crooked  age. 

To  crop  at  once  a  too-long-wither*d  flower. 

Live  in  thy  lhame,  but  die  not  /hame  with  thee  ! 

Thefe  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  _be  ! 

Convey  me  to  my  Bed,  then  to  my  Grave  : 

Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  have,  [Exlf» 

K.  Rich.  Arid  let  them  die,  that  age  and  fullens  have  j 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave, 

York.  I  do  befeech  your  IVIajefty,  impute 
His  words  to  wayward  ficklinefs,  and  age : 
He  loves  you  on  my  life,  and  hplds  you  dear 
As  Harry  Duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K.  Rich.  Right,  you  lay  true  j  as  Hereford* s  love,  To  his  j 
As  theirs,  fo  mine  ;  and  all  be  as  it  is ! 

SCENE    111.     £/?/^r  Northumberland. 

North,  My  Liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your 
Majefty. 

K.  Rich.  V/hat  fays  old  Gaunt  f 

North.  Nay,  nothing  j  nil  is  faid  : 
His  tongue  is  now  a  i^ringlcfb  mftrument, 
Words^  life,  and  all,  old  Lancafier  hath  fpent, 

Tork.  Be  Tork  the  next,  that  muft  be  bankrupt  To ! 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K.  Rich.  The  ripeft  fruit  firft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he  j 
Kis  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  muft  be  : 
So  much  for  that.    Now  for  our  h  ijh  wars ; 
We  muft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug-headed  kerns. 
Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  elfe. 
But  only  they,  have  privilege  to  live. 
And,  for  thefe  great  affairs  do  afk  fome  charge. 
Towards  our  afliftance  w^e  do  feize  to  us 
The  plate,  coin,  revenues  and  moveables. 
Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  polTeft. 

Tork.  How  iongfhall  I  be  patient  ?  Oh,  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  fuiier  wrong  ? 
Not  Glo^Jlcr'^s  death,  not  Hereford's  baniftiment,  . 
Not  Gawit\s  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs. 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Boiingbroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  difgrace, 
Hgve  ever  made      fow^r  my  patient  cheek, 


King  Richard  11. 

Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  Sovereign's  face, 
lannthelaftof  noble  Edward^ s  foi:s. 
Of  V«rhom  thy  father  Prince  of  Wales  was  firft  : 
In  war,  was  never  Lion  rag'd  more  fierce  ; 
In  peace.  Was  never  gentle  Lamb  more  mild. 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman  j 
Hi*;  face  thou  haft,  for  even  fo  lookM  he 
Accomplifli'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours. 
But  when  he  frown' d,  it  was  a  gain  ft  the  French ^ 
And  not  againft  his  friends :  His  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  fpend  ;  and  fpent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won. 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood. 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
Oh  Richard,  Tork  is  too  far  gone  with  grief. 
Or  elfc  he  never  would  compare  between  ■ « 

K.  Rkb.  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Tork,  Oh,  my  Liege !  * 
Seek  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  bani/h'd  Hereford  ? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereford  live  ? 
Was  not  Gaunt  juft,  and  is  not  Harry  true  ? 
Did  not  the  one  dcferve  to  have  an  heir  ? 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deferving  fon  ? 
Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  charters,  and  his  cuftomary  rights. 
Let  not  to-morrow  then  enfue  to-day, 
Be  not  thy  felf.    For  how  art  thou  a  King 
But  by  fair  fequence  and  fucceflion  ? 
If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford's  right. 
Call  in  his  letters  patents  that  he  hath. 
By  his  attorneys- general,  to  fue 
His  livery,  and  deny  his  offerM  homage  ; 
You  pluck  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  head  | 
You  lofe  a  thoufand  well-difpofed  hearts; 
And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  thofe  thoughts 

•        my  Liege, 
Pardon  if  you  plea'e;  if  not, 
1,  pleas'd  not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content. 
Seek  yeu  to  feize,  (^(, 
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Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich.  Think  what  you  will  5  we  feize  into  our  hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  mony,  and  his  lands. 

Tork,  I'll  not  be  by  the  while  5  my  Liege,  farewel ! 
What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell. 
Bur  by  bad  courfes  may  be  underftood, 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  [Exit, 

K.  Rich.  Go,  Bufiyy  to  the  Earl  of  PViltpire  ^txdXiht, 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-houfey 
To  fee  this  bufinefs  done  :  to-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland,  and  'tis  time  I  trow. 
And  we  create,  in  abfence  of  our  felf, 
Our  uncle  Tork  Lord -governor  of  England  : 
For  he  is  jurt:,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. 
Come  on,  our  Queen,  to-morrow  muft  we  part  ; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  flay  is  fhort.  [Flourijh^ 
[Exeunt  King^  ^^cn,  &c„ 
SCENE  IV. 
Manent  Northumberland,  Willoughby,  and  Rofs. 

^orth.  Well,  Lords,  the  Duke  of /«iz«ri2/?^r  is  dead, 

Rojs,  And  living  too,  for  now  his  fon  is  Duke. 

Willo.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue.  "* 

North,  Richly  in  both,  if  juftice  had  her  rigJit. 

Rofs.  My  heart  is  great ;  but  it  muft  break  with  filence, 
Ere't  be  difburthen'd  with  a  lib'ral  tongue. 

North,  Nay,  fpeak  thy  mind  j  and  let  him  ne'er  fpeak 
more 

That  fpeaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm. 

Willo.  Tends  what  youM  fpeak,  to  th'Dukeof  Hereford? 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  man  : 
Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Rofs.  No  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  him, 
Unlefs  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him. 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 

North,  Now  afore  heav'n,  it's  fhame  fuch  wrongs  are 
In  him  a  royal  Prince,  and  many  more  £born 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land  ; 
*  The  King  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  batterers :  and  what  they  will  inform 
Merely  in  hate  'gainft  any  of  us  all; 
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That  will  the  King  feverely  profecute 

*Cainft  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  cur  heirs. 

Rof,  The  Commons  hath  he  pilPd  with  gfievous  taxes, 
And  loft  their  hearts  j  the  Nobles  hath  he  fin'd 
For  nncient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts, 

Wtllo.  And  daily  new  exa<f^ions  arc  devis'd  j 
As  .blanks,  benevolences,  I  wot  not  what  : 
But  what  o*  God's  name  doth  become  of  this  ? 

Ncrth,  Wars  have  not  wafted  it,  for  warr'd  he  hath  net. 
But  bafely  yielded  upon  compromife 
That  which  his  anceftors  atchiev'd  with  blows : 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 

JRofs,  The  Earl  of  JViltfiire  hath  the  realm  in  farm.- 

JVillo.  The  King's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken  man, 

North,  Reproach  and  difiblution  hang  o'er  him. 

Rofi.  He  hath  not  mony  for  thcfe  IrlJJj  wars, 
(His  burthcnous  taxations  notwithftanding) . 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  baniftiM  Duke.' 

North.  His  noble  kinfman  moft  degenerate  King  ! 

But,  Lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempeft  fmg. 
Yet  leek  no  fhelter  to  avoid  the  ftorm  : 
We  fee  the  wind  fit  fore  upon  our  fails, 
And  yet  we  ftrlke  not,  but  fccurely  ptriili. 

Rofs.  We  fee  the  very  wreck  that  w  e  muft  fuffcr. 
And  unavoidable  the  danger  now. 
For  fuft''ring  fo  the  caufes  of  cur  wreck. 

North.  Not  fo  :  ev'n  through  the  hollow  eyes  of  death 
I  fpy  life  peering  ;  but  I  dare  not  fay 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  are. 

Ji'lllo.  Nay,  let  us  ftiare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft  ours, 

Rofs,  Re  confident  to  fpeak,  Northumhcrlavd  j 
We  three  are  but  thy  felf,  and  fpeaking  fo, 
Thy  word?^  arc  but  as  thoughts,  therefore  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus,  my  friends,  I  have  from  Port  U  Blar.c, 
A  bay  in  Bretagne^  had  Inteliigencc, 
That  Jhrry  Hereford,  R.n'?i:i/  Lord  CcUa}?t, 
That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter, 
His  brother,  Archbiftiop  Intc  of  Canterbury^ 
Sir  7homas  Erpingham,  v/ith  Sir  John  RaivjJor.f 
And  Sir  Jcbn  N^rbcrif,  §jr  Ril^crt  JJ'jtp  lcr:, 
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And  Francis  Coines, 

All  thefe  well  furnifhM  by  the  Duke  of  Bretagne^ 
With  eight  tall  fhips,  three  thoufand  men  of  war. 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience. 
And  fhortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  fhore  5 
Perhaps  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  ftay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  King  fcr  Ireland, 
]f  then  we  will  fhakc  off  our  flavifli  yoak. 
Imp  out  our  drooping  country's  broken  wing. 
Redeem  from  brcldng  pawn  the  blemi/hM  crow% 
Wipe  off  the  duft  that  hides  cur  fcepter's  gilt. 
And  make  high  Majefty  look  like  it  felf : 
Away  with  nie  in  hafte  to  Ranjenfi-urg, 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo, 
Stay,  and  be  fc:cret,  and  my  ftlf  will  go. 

Rofs.  To  horfe,  to  horfe  !  u-go  doubts  to  them  that  fear. 

Willo,  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  T  will  firft  be  there.  [Exe^ 
SCENE    V.      Tee  Court  of  England. 
Enter  ^een,  Bufhy,  and  Bagot., 

BuJI:y,  Madam,  your  Majefty  is  much  too  fad: 
Vou  promis'd,  when  y^u  parted  with  the  King,  - 
To  lay  afide  felf-harming  heavincfs. 
And  entertain  a  chearful  difpofition. 

^een.  To  pJeafe  the  King,  I  did;  to  pleafe  my  felf> 
I  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I  know  no  caufe 
Why  I  /bould  welcome  fuch  a  gueft  as  grief. 
Save  bidding  fare w el  to  fo  fweet  a  gueft 
As  my  fweet  Richard :  yet  again  methinks 
Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb. 
Is  coming  tow'rd  me  ;  and  my  inward  foul 
With  nothing  trembles,  yet  at  fomething  grieves. 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  Lord  the  King. 

Bujhy.  Each  fubfhnce  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  Hiadows, 
Which  fhew  like  grief  it  felf,  but  are  jiot  fo  : 
For  forrow 's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears. 
Divides  one  thing  entire,  to  many  objedls  j 
Like  psrfpeftives,  which  rightly  gaz'd  upjii 
Shew  notiiing  hut  confufion  ;  ey'd  awry, 
Diftinguiih  form.    So  your  fweet  Mrjeliy  ^ 
Looking  awry  upon  your  Lord'j  departure. 

Finds 
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Finds  Hiapes  of  grief,  more  than  hlmfelf  to  wail, 
Which  lookM  on  as  they  are,  are  nought  but  /hadows 
Of  what  they  are  not  ;  gracious  Queen,  then  weep  not 
More  than  your  Lord's  departure ;  more 's  not  feen  : 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  forrow's  eye, 
Which  for  things  true,  weep3  things  imaginary- 
^een.  It  may  be  fo  ;  but  yet  my  inward  foul 
Perfuades  me  otherwife  :  how-e'er  it  he, 
1  cannot  but  be  fad  ;  moft  heavy  fad.  * 

Bujhy,  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious  Lady* 
^een.  'Tis  nothing  lefs  j  conceit  is  ftill  derived 
From  fome  fore-father  grief  j  mine  is  not  fo,  \ 
But  what  it  is  not  known  j  'tis  namelefs  woe. 

S  C  E  N  E  VI.     Enter  Green* 

Green,  Heav'n  fave  your  Majefty  !  and  well  met,  gentle- 
]  hope  the  King  is  not  yet  Ihipt  for  L  eland,  [men : 

^een.  Why  hop'ft  thou  fo  ?  'tis  better  hope  he  is  I 
For  his  defigns  crave  hafte,  his  hafte  good  hope  : 
Then  wherefore  doft  thou  hope  he  is  not  fh'pt  ? 

Green.  That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd  his  F^^r^ 
And  driv'n  into  defpair  an  ejjemy 
Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  land. 
The  bani/h'd  Bolingbrnke  repeals  himfelf  j 
And  with  up -lifted  arms  is  fafe  arrivM 
At  Ravenjffurg, 

^een.  Now  God  in  heav'n  forbid  ! 

Green,  O,  Madam,  'tis  too  true ;  and  what  Is  worfe. 
The  Lord  Northumberland,  his  young  fon  Peny^ 
The  Lords  of  R''fs,  Beaumond^  and  yyHlougkby , 
With  all  their  pow'rful  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

•  —  heavy  fad. 
Ar;  though  on  thinking,  on  no  thought  I  think. 
Mikes  mc  wiih  heavy  noihmg  faint  and  /hrink, 

Hujhy,  Tis  nothing  — 

t  —  mine  is  notfo, 
For  nothinc;  hath  begot  my  fomething  grief  ^ 
Or  (nmething  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve, 
'Tis  in  rcvcrljon  that  I  do  polTef:> ; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  knowrn,  what 
1  cannot  name,  'tis  nanicluis  woe  I  wot, 
KfHtr  C;ccn  

B  b  Mujhy, 
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Bujhy*  Why  have  we  not  proclaim' d  Nortbumherland, 
And  all  of  that  revolted  fa^^ion,  traitors  ? 

Green,  We  have  :  whereon  the  Earl  of  JVorceJier 
Hath  broke  his  ftaff,  relign'd  his  ftewardfhip. 
Arid  all  the  boufhold  fervants  fled  with  him 
To  Bolingbroke, 

S^een,  So,  Gnen,  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  woe^ 
And  Bolingbroke  my  forrow's  dilmal  heir  ; 
t^ovf  hath  my  Ibul  brought  forth  her  prodigy. 
And  I,  a  gafping  new-delivered  mother. 
Have  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow  joined, 
Bufhy,  Defpair  not.  Madam, 
^een.  Who  fhall  hinder  me  ? 
3  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope  ;  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  paralite,  a  keeper  back  of  death, 
Who  gently  would  diflblve  the  bands  of  life. 
Which  falfe  hopes  linger,  in  extremity. 

SCENE    VII.     Bnter  York. 
tjreen^  Here  comes  the  Duke  of  Tcrk, 
S(ueen,  With  ligns  of  war  about  his  aged  neck  9 
Oh,  full  of  careful  bufmefs  are  his  looks. 
Uncle,  for  heav'n's  fake,  comfortable  words. 

Tork,  Should  I  do  fo,  I  fhould  belie  my  thoughts  5 
Conifort's  in  heav*n,  and  we  are  on  the  earth. 
Where  nothing  lives  butcrofiTes,  care  and  grief. 
Your  hufband  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off, 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  lofc  at  hom^. 
ilere  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  land  5 
Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  fupport  my  felf# 
Now  comes  the  fick  hour  after  furfeit  made  j 
Kow  fhall  he  try  his  friends  that  flatterM  bim# 
Enter  a  Servant, 
Serv,  My  Lord,  your  fon  v;as  gone  before  I  came. 
Tork,  He  was  ;  why,  fo  ;  go  all  which  way  it  will  I 
The  Nobles  they  are  fled,  the  Commons  cold. 
And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's,  lide, 
«Get  thee  to  Plajhie,  to  my  After  Glo'fter  | 
Bid  her  fend  prefentiy  3  thoufgfld  pOUJid  *  - 
•Hoid^  take  my  lisg. 
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Strv.  My  Lord,  I  had  forgot 
To  tell,  to-day  I  came  by,  and  callM  there^ 
But  I  fliall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 

Tork,  What  is't? 

Ser'v,  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  Dutchefs  dy*d« 
York.  Heav'n  for  his  mercy  !  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Comes  ru/hing  on  this  woful  land  at  once  ! 
I  know  not  what  to  do:  I  would  to  heav*n, 
(So  my  untruth  had  not  provokM  him  to  it) 
The  King  had  cut  oft*  my  head  with  my  brother*** 
What,  are  there  pofts  difpatchM  for  Ireland  ? 
How  fhall  we  do  for  mony  for  thefe  wars  ? 
Come,  fitter  ;  (coufin,  I  would  fay  ; )  pray,  pardon  tne# 
Go,  fellow,  get  thee  home,  provide  fome  carts, 

[To  the  SefvanCt 
And  bring  av»^y  the  armour  that  is  there. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  and  mufter  men  ? 
If  I  know  how  to  ordfer  thefe  affairs, 
Diforderly  thus  thruft  into  my  hands. 
Never  believe  me.    They  at^  both  my  kinfmcn  ; 
The  one  my  Sovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bid  defend  ;  th'  other  again 
My  kinfman  is,  one  whom  the  King  hath  wrong'd. 
Whom  confcience  and  my  kindred  bid  to  right. 
Well,  fomewhat  we  muft  do  :  come,  coufin,  I'll 
Difpofe  of  you.    Go  mufter  up  your  men. 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Barkley  caftle  : 

I  fhould  tQ-PlaJhie  too,   * 

But  time  will  not  permit.    All  h  uneven. 
And  every  thing  is  left  at  fix  and  feven. 

[Exeunt  York  and  Queen. 
SCENE  VIII. 
B'^jhy,  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ireland, 
But  none  returns  ;  for  us  to  levy  power 
Proportionable  to  the  enemy. 
Is  all  impofiible. 

Green.  Befidcs,  ourncamefs  to  the  King  in  lovf 
Is  near  the  hate  of  thofe,  love  not  the  King. 

Bagot.  And  that's  the  wav'ring  Commons,  for  their  love 
l^ycs  in  their  putfes  j  and  who  empties  them, 

B  b  z  By 
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By  fo  much  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bujhy*  Wherein  the  King  ftands  generally  condemned. 
Bagot»  If  judgment  lye  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 
Bccaufe  we  have  been  ever  near  the  King. 

Green,  Well ;  Til  for  refuge  ftrait  to  BriJIcIcMc  j 
The  Earl  of  JVdtJhire  is  already  there. 

Bujhy,  Thither  will  I  with  you  5  for  little  office 
The  hateful  Commons  will  perform  for  us, 
Except,  like  curs,  to  tear  us  all  in  pieces: 
Will  you  go  with  us  ? 

Bagct,  No :  Til  to  Ireland  to  his  Majefty, 
Farewei :  if  hearts  prefages  be  not  vain. 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  fliall  meet  again. 

Bujhy.  That's  as  Tork  thrives,  to  beat  back  BoUnglroket 
Green,  Alas  poor  Duke,  the  talk  he  undertakes 
Is  numbering  fands,  and  drinking  Oceans  dfy. 
Where  one  on  hi?  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  flye. 
BuJhy.  Farewei  at  once,  for  once,,  for  all,  and  ever! 
Green,  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 
BagQt,  I  fear  me,  never,  [Exeunt, 
S  G  E  N  E  IX.     In  Glouccfter/hire. 
Enter  Bolingbroke  Northumberland. 
Baling,  How  far  is  it,  mv  Lord,  to  Barkky  now  ? 
North,  I  am  a  ftranger  here  \v^Gl6*fierpire : 
Thcfe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  Wearifomc : 
And  yet  our  fair  difcourfe  has  been  as  fugar. 
Making  the  hard  way  fweet  and  delegable. 
But  I  bethink  me  what  a  weary  way  , 
From  Raven fpurg  to  Cotfwold  will  be  found 
By  Rofs  and  JVillougbby  wanting  your  company, 
"Which  I  proteft  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  tedioufnefs  and  procefs  of  my  travel : 
But  theirs  is  fweetned  with  the  nope  to  have 
The  prefent  benefit  that  I  poffefs : 
And  hope  to  joy  is  little  left  in  joy. 
Than  hope  enjoy'd.   By  this  the  weary  Lords 
Shall  make  their  way  feem  fhort,  as  mine  hath  done 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 
Baling,  Of  much  left  value  is  xny  company 

Than 
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Than  your  good  words  :  but  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy, 

North,  It  is  my  fon,  young  Harry  Percy ^ 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcejler ;  whcncefoever, 
Harry ^  how  fares  your  uncle  ? 

Percy.  I  thought,  my  Lord,  t*  have  learn*d  his  health 
of  you. 

ISHrtb,  Why  ?  is  he  not  with  the  Queen  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  Lord,  he  hath  forfook  the  Court, 
B'oken  his  ftaft'  of  office,  and  difperfl 
The  h(Hifhold  of  the  King. 

North,  What  was  his  reafon  ?  he  was  not  fo  refblvM, 
When  we  laft  fpake  together. 

Percy,  Becaufe  your  Lord/hip  was  proclaimed  traitoft 
But  he,  my  Lord,  is  gone  to  Raverifpurg, 
To  offer  fervice  to  the  Duke  of  Hereford, 
And  fent  me  o'er  by  Barkleyy  to  difcover 
What  pow'r  the  Diijc^  of  York  had  levyM  there  ; 
Then  with  diie£lion  to  repair  to  Rwvenfpurg. 

North,  Have  you  forgot  the  Duke     Hereford ^  boy  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  Lord  ;  for  that  is  not  forgot 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember  j  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now ;  this  is  the  Dukc# 

Percy.  My  gracious  Lord,  I  tender  you  my  lervice. 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young. 
Which  elder  days  iliaii  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  fervice  and  defert. 

BoUng.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  P^rry,  and  be  furc 
I  count  my  Telf  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy. 
As  in  a  foul  rcmembring  my  good  friends: 
And  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love. 
It  ihall  be  ftill  thy  true  love's  rccompencc. 
]VIy  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  fcals  it* 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Barkley  ?  and  what 
Keeps  good  old  York  there  with  his  men  of  war  ? 

Percy,  There  ftands  the  caftle  by  yond  tuft  of  trees 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  have  heard, 
And  in  it  are  the  Lords,  York,  Barkley ^  Seymour  j 
None  clfc  of  name,  and  noble  eftimate. 

B  b  3  EnUP 
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Enter  Ro(s  and  V/Whu^hhyf  ^ 

Ncrtb.  Here  come  tte  Lords  of  Rojs  and  ?f^illoughiy, 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  fiery  red  with  hafte. 

Boling,  Welcome,  my  Lords  j  I  wot  your  love  purfues 
A  banifh'd  traitor  5  all  my  treafury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich'd. 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour*s  recompence, 

Rofs,  Your  prefence  makes  us  rich,  moft  noble  Lord* 

Wiiio»  And  far  fur  mounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

Boling.  Evermore  thanks,  (ih'  exchequer  of  the  poor) 
"Which,  *till  my  infant-fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  bounty.   But  who  now  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Barkley. 

J^orth,  It  is  my  Lord  of  Barkley,  as  I  guefs* 

JBark,  Lord  Hereford,  my  meffage  is  to  you. 

Boling,  My  Lord,  my  anfwer  is  to  Lancajlevp 
And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  name  in  England, 
And  I  muft  find  that  title  in  your  tongue. 
Before  I  make  reply  to  ought  you  fay. 

Bark.  Miftake  me  not,  my  Lord,  'tis  not  my  meaning 
To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out. 
To  yoo,  my  Lord,  I  come,  what  Lord  you  will. 
From  the  moft  glorious  of  all  this  land. 
The  Duke  of  Tork,  to  know  what  pricks  you  on 
To  take  advantage  of  the  abfent  time. 
And  fright  our  native  peace  with  felf-born  arms* 
SCENE    X.   Enter  York. 

Boling,  I  /hall  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  you. 
Here  comes  his  Grace  in  perfon.  Noble  uncle  !  [Kneels« 

'York,  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duty  is  deceivable  and  falfe. 

Boling,  My  gracious  uncle! 

Y  rk.  I  am  no  traitor's  uncle  ;  and  that  word  Crau 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  prophane. 
"Why  have  thefe  banifh'd  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  duft  of  England''^  ground  ? 
But  more  then,  why,  why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  m?.ny  iriiies  upon  her  peaceful  bofom, 
Prighring  h  »  paie-fac'd  villages  with  war. 

And  Q&m^tm  v(  dsfpigl^^fui  ^m^  ^ 
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Com'ft  thou  bccaufe  th'  anointed  King  is  hence  ? 
Why,  foolifh  boy,  the  King  is  left  behind. 
And  in  my  loyal  bofom  lies  his  power, 
Were  I  but  now  the  Lord  of  fuch  hot  youth. 
As  when  brave  Gaunt ^  thy  father,  and  my  felf 
Refcued  the  Black  Prince y  that  young  Mars  of  men. 
From  forth  the  ranks  rf  many  thoufand  French  j 
Oh  then,  how  quickly  fliou'd  this  arm  of  mine. 
Now  prifoner  to  the  palfie,  chaftife  thee. 
And  minifter  correftion  to  thy  fault  ! 

Boling,  My  gracious  uifJ.,  let  me  know  my  fault; 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

York.  Ev'n  in  condition  of  the  worft  degree  j 
In  grofs  rebellion,  and  deteftcd  treafon  : 
Thou  art  a  banifli'd  man,  and  here  art  come. 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  arms  againft  thy  Sovereign. 

Boling,  As  I  was  bani/h'd,  I  was  banifhM  Hereford  | 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  hancafter. 
And,  noble  uncle,  I  befeerh  your  Grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye : 
You  are  my  father,  for  mcthinks  in  you 
I  fee  old  Gaunt  alive.    Oh  then,  my  father  ! 
Will  yotj  permit  that  I  /hall  fl^and  condemnM 
A  wand'ring  vagabond  5  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluckt  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  giv'n  away 
To  upftart  unthrifts?  t  herefore  was  I  born  ? 
If  that  my  coufm  King  be  King  of  Englard, 
It  muft  be  granted  I  am  Duke  ot  hancafter* 
You  have  a  fon,  Auinerle  my  noble  kinfman  i 
Had  you  firft  dyM,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down. 
He  fliould  have  )-»und  his  ':ncle  Gaunt  a  ^thcr. 
To  rowzc  his  wr(*ngert,,  chafing  them  *<•  the  bay, 
I  am  deny'd  to  fue  my  s  very  here. 
And  yet  my  letters  patent*?  give  mv-*  IciiVc* : 
lAy  father's  floods  are  aii  dl'IrainM  and  iold, 
And^thefe,  nnd  all,  arc  all  .'n^.ils  employ 'd. 
What  would  you   rave  me  on  ?  I  am  a  jv/jjeiJ^^ 
And  challenge  aw  :  attorneys  are  dcny*d  me. 
And  therefore  peilonally  I  lay  my  claim 
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To  mine  inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North,  The  noble  Duke  hath  been  too  much  abus*dt  ' 

Rojs,  It  ftands  your  Grace  upon  to  do  him  right. 

Willo.  Bafemen  by  his  endowments  are  madegre^t. 

York,  My  Lords  of  England^  let  me  tell  you  this, 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  coufin's  wrongs. 
And  laboured  ail  I  could  to  do  him  right : 
But  in  this  kind,  to  come  in  braving  arms. 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way. 
To  find  out  right  with  wrongs,  it  may  not  be  ; 
And  you  that  do  abet  liim  in  this  kind 
Cheriih  Rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North,  The  noble  Duke  hath  fwom  his  coming 
But  for  his  own  ;  and  for  the  right  of  that 
We  all  have  ftrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid  ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  fee  joy  that  bre.:ks  that  oath  ! 

Tork,  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  ifTue  of  thefe  arms  5 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  muft  needs  confefs, 
Becaufe  my  pow'r  is  wpak,  and  all  ill-left : 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
J  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ftoop 
Unto  the  fovereign  mercy  of  the  King. 
But  fmce  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.    So  farewel ! 
Unlefs  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  caftle. 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night. 

Boling,  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept  j 
But  we  muft  win  your  Grace  to  go  with  us 
To  Br iftd- Caftle,  which  they  fay  is  held 
By  Bujhyf,  ^^goty  and  their  complices. 
The  caterpillars  of  the  common-wealth. 
Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

llrk*  It  may  be  I  will  go  :  but  yet  I'li  paufe. 
For  I  am  ioth  to  break  our  country's  laws : 
Nor  friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are ; 
Things  pafl  redrefs  are  now  with  me  pall  care.  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    XI.  Wales. 
Enter  Salifbury,  and  a  Captain, 

Cap,  My  Lord  of  Salijhury,  we  have  ftaid  ten  days. 
And  hardly  kept  our  countrymen  together. 

And 
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And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  King  : 
Therefore  we  all  difperfe  ourfelves :  farewel ! 

Sal  iitay  yet  another  day,  thou  trufty  Weljhman  t 
The  King  repofeth  all  his  truft  in  thee. 

Cap.  'Tis  thought  the  King  is  dead  :  we  will  not  Hay. 
The  Bay -trees  in  your  country  are  all  wither'd. 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  ftars  of  heav'n  ; 
The  pale-facM  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth  ; 
And  lean-Iook*d  prophets  whifper  fearful  change  5 
Rich  men  look  fad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap  ; 
The  one  in  fear  to  lofe  what  they  erjoy. 
The  other  hcpe  t'  enjoy  by  lage  and  war.  ^ 
Thefe  boding  figns  forerun  the  death  of  Klngf, 
Farewel ;  our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled. 
As  well-aflur'd,  Ricbardx^t\^  King  is  dead,  \Ex\il 

SaU  Ah>  Richard,  ah!  with  eyos  of  heavy  mind 
I  fee  thy  glory,  like  a  fhooting  flar. 
Fall  to  the  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament : 
Thy  fun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  weft, 
Witnefling  ftorms  to  come,  woe,  and  unreft : 
Thy  friends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  foes  ; 
And  grofsly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  [Exit^ 

ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 
Bolingbroke's  Camp. 
Enter  Bolingbroke,  York,  Northumberland,  Rofs,  Percy, 
Willoughby,  ivitb  Bufliy  and  Green  Prifoners* 

Boling,  U  Ring  forth  thefe  men  

X3  Bufiy  and  Greeny  I  will  not  vex  your  fouls 
(Since  piefently  your  fouls  muft  part  your  bodies) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives  5 
For  'twere  no  charity  :  yet  to  waih  your  blood 
From  oflf  my  hands,  here  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  caufes  of  your  deaths. 
You  have  mi(-led  a  Prince,  a  royal  king, 
A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineanrients 
By  you  unhappy *d,  and  disfigurM  clean. 
You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  finful  hours 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  Queen  and  him  | 
Broke  the  poiTefllon  of  a  royal  bed. 

And 
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And  ftain'd  the  beauty  of  a  fair  Queen's  cheeks 

With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes,  by  your- foul  wrongs* 

My  felf  a  Prince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth. 

Near  to  the  King  in  blood,  (and  near  in  love, 

'Till  you  did  make  him  mif-interpret  me,) 

Have  ftoopt  my  neck  under  your  injuries, 

And  /ighM  my  Englljh  breath  in  foreign  clouds. 

Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  bani/hment : 

While  you  have  fed  upon  my  figniories ; 

Dif-park'd  my  parks,  and  felPd  my  foreft-woods  5 

From  mine  own  windov^^s  torn  my  houfliold-coat, 

Raz'd  out  my  Imprefs ;  leaving  me  no  fign. 

Save  men's  opinions,  and  my  living  blood. 

To  fhew  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  thjSj 

Condemns  ycu  to  the  death.    See  them  delivered 

To  execution,  and  the  hand  of  death. 

Bujhy,  More  welcome  is  the  ftroke  of  death  to  mc. 
Than  B'jlingbroke  to  England. 

Green.  My  comfort  is,  that  heav'n  will  take  our  fouls 
And  plague  injuftice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

Boling.  My  Lord  Nor t bumber land j  fee  them  difpatch*^! 
Uncle,  you  fay  the  Queen  is  at  your  houfe  ; 
For  heav'n's  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  intreated  ; 
Tell  her  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  commends ; 
Take  fpecial  care  my  greetings  be  delivered. 

York,  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatchM 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

Boling.  Thanks,  gentle  uncle  :  come,  my  Lords,  away 
A  while  to  work  j  and,  after,  holiday.  [^Exeunt 

SCENE  IT.    Changes  to  the  Coajl  ofV/aks. 
Flourip  :  Drums,  and  Trumpets. 
Enter  AT.  Richard,  Aumerle,  Bijhop  o/'Carlifle,  andSotdiert 

K.  Rich.  Barkloughly- cajole  call  you  this  at  hand  ? 

Aum.  Yea, my  good  Lord  ;  how  brooks  your  Grace  the  air^ 
After  your  tolTing  on  the  breaking  feas  ? 

K.  Rich,  Need  muft  I  like  it  well;  I  weep  for  joy 
To  ftand  upon  my  kingdom  nnce  again. 
Dear  earth,  I  do  falute  thee  with  my  hand. 
Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfes  hoofs : 
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•A%  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child 

PJays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meeting  j 

So  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth. 

And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 

Feed  not  thy  Sovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth. 

Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  fenfc  : 

But  let  thy  fpiders  that  fuck  up  thy  venom. 

And  heavy-gaited  toads,  Jye  in  his  way 

Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet 

"Which  with  ufurping  fteps  do  trample  thee. 

Yield  ftinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies  ; 

And  when  they  from  thy  bofom  pluck  a  flower. 

Guard  it,  I  pr'ythee,  with  a  lurking  adder  5 

Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 

Throw  death  upon  thy  Sovereign's  enemies. 

Mock  not  my  fenfeleis  conjuration.  Lords  ; 

This  earth  ihall  have  a  feeling,  and  thefe  ftones 

Prove  armed  foldier?;,  ere  her  native  King 

Shall  faulter  under  foul  rebellious  arms. 

Carl.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  thatPow'r  that  made  yoa  Kinj  ' 
Hath  pow'r  to  keep  you  King,  in  fpight  of  all. 
TJie  means  that  heaven  yields  mult  be  embiac'd, 
And  not  neglected  t  elfe  if  heaven  would 
And  we  would  not,  heaven's  oticr  we  refufe. 
The  prolfer'd  means  cf  fuccour  and  redrefs. 

Aum,  He  means,  my  Lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs^ 
Whilft  Rolinghroke,  through  our  fecurity. 
Grows  ftrong  and  great,  in  fubftance  and  in  power. 

K»Rich.  Difcomfortable  coufin,  know'ft  thou  not^ 
That  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heav*n  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world  ; 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  rartge  abroad  unfecn. 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage  blootly  here  : 
But  when  from  under  this  terreftrial  ball 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaftcrn  pines. 
And  darts  his  light  through  ev'ry  guilty  hole  5 
Then  murders,  treafons,  and  dctefted  iins, 
The  cloke  of  night  being  pluckM  from  off  their  backs^ 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves  ? 
So  w  hen  this  thiff,  this  trAityr  Boliv^brokc, 

Who 
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Who  all  this  while  hath  reveUM  in  the  night, 

Whilfl:  we  were  wandering  with  th' Antipodes, 

Shall  fee  us  rifing  in  our  throne,  the  eaft  ; 

His  treafons  will  fet  blufhing  in  his  face. 

Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day  ; 

But  felf-affrighted,  tremble  at  his  fin. 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rou^h  rude  fea 

Can  wafii  the  balm  from  an  anointed  King  j 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofc 

The  Deputy  elcaed  by  the  Lord. 

For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  preft. 

To  lift  /harp  fteel  againft  our  golden  crown, 

Heav'n  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heav'niy  pay 

A  glorious  angel ;  then  if  angels  fight. 

Weak  men  muft  fall,  for  heav'n  ftili  guards  the  right. 

SCENE  III.     Enter  Salifbury. 
Welcome,  my  Lord,  how  far  off  lyes  your  power  ? 

^al.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  Lord, 
Than  this  weak  arm  ;  difcomfort  guides  my  tongue. 
And  bids  mc  fpeak  of  nothing  but  defpair ; 
One  day  too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  Lord, 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  eartli- 
Oh,  call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return. 
And  thou  fhalt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  men. 
To-day,  to-day,  unhappy  day  too  late 
Overthrows  thy  joys,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  flate. 
For  all  the  TVel[hmen^  hearing  thou  wert  dead. 
Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  difperft  and  fled, 

j^um.  Comfort,  my  Liege ;  why  looks  yourGrace  fo  pale  ? 

K.  Rich.  But  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled.* 
All  fjuls,  tbat  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide  ; 
For  time  hath  fet  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Aum.  Comfort  my  Liege,  remember  who  you  are. 

K.  Rich,  I  had  forgot  my  felf :  am  I  not  Kingo^ 
Awake,  thou  coward  Majefty,  thou  fleepeft 
Is  not  the  King*s  name  forty  thoufand  names  ? 
n  —  and 'f hey  are  fled, 

And  'till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  again, 

Have  1  not  realon  to  luok  pale,  and  dead  i 

Ail  fouls 

Aim, 

3 
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Arm,  arm,  my  name  !  a  puny  fubi#  ftrikes 
At  thy  great  glory.    Look  not  to  the  j^round. 
Ye  favVites  of  a  King  !  are  we  not  high  ? 
High  be  our  thoughts !  I  know  my  uncle  Tork 
Hath  pow'r  to  ferve  our  turn.   But  who  cornea  here  ? 
SCENE  IV.     Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop,  More  health  and  happinefs  betide  my  Liege, 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him  ! 

K.  Rich,  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepared  s 
The  worA  is  worldly  lofs  thou  canft  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  loft  ?  why,  *twas  my  carei 
And  what  lofs  is  it  to  be  rid  of  care  ? 
Strives  Bolin^J>roke  to  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
Greater  he  fhall  not  be  ;  if  he  ferve  God, 
We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  fo» 
Revolt  our  fubjedls  ?  that  we  cannot  mend  ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God  as  weli  as  us. 
Cry  woe,  deftru£\ion,  ruin,  lofs,  decay; 
The  worft  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  dayj 

Scroop,  Glad  am  I,  that  your  Highnefs  is  fo  arm*i 
To  bear  the  tidings  cf  calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  ftormy  day, 
Which  makes  the  filver  rivers  drown  their  fliores. 
As  if  the  world  were  all  diflblv'd  in  tears  j 
So  high  above  his  limits  fwells  the  rage 
Of  Boltngbrokey  covering  your  fearful  land 
With  hard  bright  fteel,  and  hearts  more  hard  than  flecl« 
White  beards  have  arm*d  their  thin  and  hairlefs  fcalps 
Againft  thy  Maj'i-ly  ;  bnys  with  womens  voices 
Strive  to  fpeak  big,  and  ciafp  their  female  joints 
In  ftiff  unwieidly  arms,  againft  thy  crown : 
The  very  beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 
Of  doubly-fatal  yew  *,  againft  thy  ftate: 
Yea,  diftaff-  women  manage  rufty  bills. 
Againft  thy  feat  both  young  and  old  rebel. 
And  all  goes  worle  than  I  have  powV  to  tell. 

K.  Rich,  Too  well,  too  well  thou  teirft  a  talc  fo  \\U 

Where  is  the  Earl  of  Wiltjhire?  

*  The  Yew  is  faid  to  be  dmhly  fataU  from  a  poifonous  quality  in 
Ij,  and  from  aiTo.ding  iiUtrumenu  of  deaiJi  in  wa^ 

Vot.iy*  Gc  What 
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"What  is  become  of  Bujhy  ?  where  is  Green? 
That  they  have  Jet  the  dang'rous  enemy 
Meafure  our  confines  with  fiich  peaceful  fteps  ? 
If  we  prevail,  their  he^ds  lhalJ  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant  they've  made  peace  with  BoUngbroke, 

Scroop,  Peace  they  have  made  with  him  indeed,  my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  O  villains,  vipers,  damn*d  without  redemption  j 
Dogs,  cafily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  j 
Snakes  in  my  heart- blood  warm'd,  that  fling  tny  heart  j 
Three  yudaJJ'es,  each  one  thrice  worfc  than  yudas  ! 
'Would  they  make  peace  ?  terrible  hell  make  war 
Upon  their  fpotted  fouls  for  this  offence  ! 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  fee,  changing  hjs  property, 
Turns  to  the  fow'reft  and  moft  deadly  hate : 
Again  uncuife  their  fouls ;  their  peace  is  made 
With  heads,  and  not  with  hands  :  thofe  whom  you  curfe 
Have  felt  the  worft  of  death's  deftroying  hand, 
And  lye  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

jiutn.  Is  Bupyy  Green,  and  the  Earl  oiJViltpire  dead  ?. 

Scroop.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Brijiol  loft  their  heads. 

jium.  Where  is  the  Duke  my  father,  with  his  power  ? 

K.  Rich,  No  matter  where  ;  of  comfort  no  man  fpcak : 
Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs. 
Make  duft  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  forrow  in  the  bofom  of  the  earth  ! 
Let's  chufe  executors,  and  talk  of  wills  j 

And  yet  not  fo  for  what  can  we  bequeath. 

Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground? 
Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all  are  Bolifigbroke^s, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  4eath  ; 
And  that  fmall  model  of  the  barren  earth. 
Which  ferves  as  pafte  and  cover  to  our  hones. 
For  heav'n's  fake  Jet  us  fir  upon  the  ground*. 
And  tell  fad  ftories  of  the  death  of  Kmgs : 
How  fom&  have  been  depos'd,  fome  fiain  in  war  : 
Some  haunted  by  the  ghofts  they  difpoffefs'd  : 
Some  poifon'd  by  their  wives,  fome  fieeping  kill'd  ! 
All  murther'd.  ■  ■       For  within  the  hollow  crown. 
That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  King, 
Keeps  Death  hu  Court,  and  there  the  Antick  fits 

4  ScoiHng 
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iScoffing  his  ftate,  and  griruiing  at  his  poropj 

Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene 

To  monarch'ze,  be  fearM,  and  kill  with  looks; 

Infufing  him  with  felf  and  vain  conceit, 

As  if  this  fle/h)  which  walls  ab  mt  our  life. 

Were  brafs  impregnable  :  and  humour'd  thus. 

Comes  at  the  Jaft,  and  with  a  little  pin 

Bores  through  his caftle-walls,  and  farewel  King! 

Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flefh  and  blood 

"With  folemn  rev'rence  :  throw  away  refpcd^. 

Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty, 

For  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  this  while : 

I  live  on  bread  like  you,  foel  want  like  you, 

Tafte  grief,  need  friends,  like  you  :  fubjeded  thus. 

How  can  you  fay  to  me  I  am  a  King  ? 

CarL  My  Lord,  wife  men  ne*er  wail  their  prefent  woes. 
But  prefently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail  : 
To  fear  the  foe,  fince  fear  opprefTeth  ftrength. 
Gives,  in  your  weaknefs,  ftrength  unto  your  foej 
And  fo  your  follies  fight  againft  your  lelf.  * 

K.  Rich,  Thou  chidYc        well proud  Bolinghroke,  I 

come  \ 

Say,  Scroop^  where  lyes  our  uncle  with  his  power  }  \. 

Scroop.  1  play  the  torturer,  by  fmall  and  kvaW 
To  lengthen  out  the  worft,  that  muft  be  fpoken. 

*       againft  your  felf. 

Fear,  and  be  H  .in»  no  worfe  can  come  from  fight. 
And  tight  and  d  e,  is  death  deftroyinji;  deaUi. 
Where  fearing,  dying,  pays  death  fervilo  breath, 

jiiim.  My  father  haih  a  povv'r,  enquire  of  him, 
And  learn  to  mnkc  a  body  of  a  iimb. 

K.  Rub.  Thou  

f  1  come 

To  change  blows  with  thee,  for  our  day  of  do&m  j 
This  ague-fit  of  fear  is  over-blown. 
An  eahe  task  it  is  to  win  uur  own. 
Say,  Siroof^^-m  — 

+  —-his  power  i 

Speak  fwectly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  fower. 

Scmp.  Men  judge  by  the  co  mplexion  of  the  sky 
The  Ihtc  and  inclination  of  the  day  ; 
So  may  you  by  my  diifi  and  heavy  eye, 
My  ton;»uc  hath  but  a  heavier  tale  to  lay  : 
l^lay  .  ... 

C  c  2  Your 
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Your  uncle  York  is  joinM  with  Bolingbroke^ 
And  all  your  northern  caftles  yielded  up. 
And  all  your  fouchern  gentlemen  in  armi 
Upon  his  fadlion. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  hall  faid  enough. 
Befhrew  thee,  coufin,  which  didftlead  me  forth 
Of  that  fv/e':t  way  I  was  in  to  defpair! 
What  fay  you  now  ?  '.vhat  comfort  have  we  now  ? 
By  heav'n  Til  hate  him  everlaftingly 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go  to  Flint-caftlcy  there  Til  pine  away ; 
A  King,  woe's  flave,  fhall  kingly  woe  obey : 
That  pow'r  I  have,  difcharge,  and  let'em  go 
To  ear  the  land,  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grew  : 
Tor  I  hn  ve  none.    Let  no  man  fpeak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  counfcl  is  but  vain. 

Aum,  My  Liege,  one  word. 

K.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrorg. 
That  wounds  me  with  the  fiatt'ries  of  his  tongue. 
Difcharge  my  followers:  let  them  away. 
From  Richard'^  night  to  Bolingbroke's  fair  day.  [ExevnU 

SCENE  V.    Bolingbroke's  Camp  near  Flint. 
Enter  ivitb  drum  and  colours,  Bolingbroke,  York,  Northum- 
berland, a?7d  Attendants, 

Boling,  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn 
The  Weljhmen  are  difpers'd,  and  Sali/hury 
Js  gone  to  meet  the  King,  who  lately  landed 
With  fome  few  private  friends  upon  thiscoaft. 

North,  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  Lord, 
JRichardy  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

York,  It  would  befeem  the  Lord  Northumberland^ 
To  fay  King  Richard.    Ah,  the  heavy  day. 
When  fuch  a  facred  King  fhouid  hide  his  head  I 

North,  Your  Grace  miftakes  me  5  only  to  be  brief 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

York,  The  time  hath  been. 
Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  to  fhorten  you  the  head. 

Boling.  Miftake  not,  uncle,  farther  than  you  /hould. 

Torh 
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Tork.  Take  not,  good  coufin,  farther  than  you  fhould. 
Left  you  miftake  j  the  heav*ns  are  o*er  your  he^d. 

Baling,  I  know  it,  uncle,  nor  oppofe  my  felf 
■  Againft  their  will.    But  who  comes  here  ?  'tis  Percy ^ 

Enter  Percy. 
Well,  Harry  j  what,  will  not  this  caftle  yield  ? 

Percy,  The  caftle  royally  is  mannM,  my  Lord, 
Againft  your  entrance. 

Boling,  Royally  ?  why,  it  doth  contain  no  King  ? 

Percy,  Yes,  my  good  Lord, 
It  doth  contain  a  King :  King  Richard  lyes 
Within  the  limits  of  yond  lime  and  ftone ; 
And  with  him  Lord  Aumerh,  Lord  Salijbury^ 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  belidcs  a  c!ergy-man 
Of  holy  reverence  :  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

A^orth,  Belike  it  is  the  Bifhop  of  CarliJIg, 

Boling.  Noble  Lord,  [ToNortk 
Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  caftle. 
Through  brazen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  parle 
Into  his  ruin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver: 
Henry  of  Bolinghroke  upon  his  knees 
Doth  kifs  King  RicharJ^s  hand,  and  fends  allegiance 
And  faith  of  heart  unto  his  royal  p^rfon  : 
Ev'n  at  his  feet  I  lay  my  arms  and  powV, 
Provided  that  my  banifhment  repeal' d 
And  lands  reftor'd  again  be  freely  granted  ; 
,  If  not,  I'll  ufe  th*  advantage  of  my  pow'r. 
And  lay  the  fummer's  duft  vvitK  fliowVs  of  blood, 
Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  ftaughterM  Englijhtnen, 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bolingbroh 
It  is,  fnch  crimfon  tempeft  fliould  bedrench 
The  frefii  green  lap  of  fair  King  Richard's  land. 
My  ftooping  duty  tenderly  ftiall  ftiew. 
.  Go  fi^nifie  as  much,  while  here  we  march 
Upon  the  graftic  carpet  of  this  plain  ; 
Let's  march  without  the  noife  of  threatening  drum, 
That  from  this  caftle's  tatter'd  battlements 
Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 
Methinks  King  Richard  and  my  felf  ftiOttU  meet 
With  no  lefs  terror  lhan  the  elemenu 

C  c  3  Of 
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Of  fifC  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring/Iiock 
At  meeeting  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heav'u :  * 
March  on,  and  mark  King  Richard  how  he  looks* 

SCENE  VJ. 
J^arle  without^  and  anfiver  ivithin  5  then  a  fiourijh.  Enter 

ontbeiva/Is,  /^T/zg- Richard,  the  B/Jbop  of  CdLTlide,  Au« 

merle,  Scroop,  and  Salifbury. 

Tork,  See,  fee.  King  Richard  doth  himfelf  appear  ' 
As  doth  the  bhi/hing  difcon tented  fun 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  Eaft, 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  ftain  the  traft 
Of  his  bright  palTage  to  the  Occident. 
Yet  looks  he  like  a  King  ;  behold  his  eye. 
As  bright  as  is  the  Eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  Majefty  ;  alack,  for  woe, 
That  any  harm  fhould  ftain  fo  fair  a  Hiow  ! 

K.  Rich.  We  are  amaz'd,  and  thus  long  have  we  doo^ 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee,       [Tc  Nortk* 
jBecaufe  we  thought  cur  feif  thy  lawful  King 3 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 
To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  prefence  ? 
3f  we  be  not,  fhew  us  the  hand  of  God, 
That  hath  difmifsM  us  from  our  ftewardlhip^ 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  icepter, 
Unlefs  he  do  prophane,  fteal,  or  ufurp. 
And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  donCj 
Have  torn  their  fouls  by  turning  them  from  us. 
And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends : 
Yet  know,  my  mafter,  God  omnipotent, 
3s  muft'ring  in  his  clouds  cn  our  behalf 
Armies  of  peftilence  5  and  they  fhall  ftrike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot. 
That  lift  your  vafTal  hands  againft  my  head. 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crowm 

*       cheeks  of  heav'n  : 
Be  he  the  fire,  TJl  be  the  yleldino;  water : 
The  rage  be  his,  while  on  rhe  earth  I  rain 
My  waters  j  on      earth)  and  not  on  him* 
$|akrch  on,  ftff. 
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Tell  Bolinghroke^  (for  yond  methinks  he  is) 
That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon  the  land 
|s  dangerous  treafon  ;  he  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  teftament  of  bleeding  war. 
But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  live  in  peace, 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers  fons 
Shall  mif-become  the  flowVy  England's  face. 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 
To  fcarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  pafture's  grafs  with  faithful  Englijh  blood. 

North,  The  King  of  heav*n  forbid,  our  Lord  the  Klnj 
Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  rufh'd  upon!  no,  thy  thrice-noble  coufin, 
Harry  of  Bolrngbrokey  doth  kifs  thy  hand. 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  fwears, 
That  ftands  upon  your  royal  grandfire's  bones. 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
■  (Currents  that  fpring  from  one  moft  gracious  head) 
And  by  the  buryM  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt, 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  him felf, 
Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fworn,  or  faid, 
Hii  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  fcope, 
Tban  for  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  beg 
Infranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees  : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once. 
His  glittering  arms  he  will  commend  to  rufl  ; 
His  barbed  ft-eeds  to  ftables  3  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  fervice  of  your  Majefty. 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  Prince,  is  juft  5 
And  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,  fay  thus  the  King  returnS  J 
His  noble  coufin  is  right  welcome  hither. 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accnmplifhM  without  contradiction. 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  haft. 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends. 
We  do  dcbiife  ourfelf,  c  ufin,  do  we  not,  [7oAum» 
To  look  fo  poorly,  :ind  to  fne?k  fo  fai"  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland^  and  fend 
P^jfiance  to  the  tjraitor,  and  fo  die  ? 
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Aunt,  No,  good  my  Lord,  let's  fight  with  gentle  words, 
'Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful  fwords. 

K.  Rich,  Oh  God,  oh  God  !  that  e'er  thi^  tongue  of  minCj 
That  laid  the  fentence  of  dread  bani/hment 
On  yond  proud  man,  Ihould  take  it  off  again 
With  words  of  footh  j  oh  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  grief,  or  leller  than  my  name  ! 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  h^ve  been. 
Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  now  ! 
Swell'ft  thou,  proud  heart  ?  I'll  give  thee  fcope  to  beat, 
Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

Aum.  Northumberland  com»s  back  from  Bolingbroke, 

K.  Ricb.V^hzt  muil  the  King  do  now  ?  muft  he  fubmit  ? 
The  King  fhall  do  it :  muft  he  be  depos'd  ? 
The  King  fhall  be  contented :  muft  he  lofe 
The  name  of  King  ?  o'  God's  name  let  it  go. 
I'll  give  my  jewels  for  a  fet  of  beads  j 
My  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage  ; 
My  gay  apparel,  for  an  alms-man's  gown  5 
My  figur'd  goblets  for  a  difti  of  v/ood  ; 
My  fcepter,  for  a  palmer's  walking-ftaff  j 
My  fubjefts,  for  a  pair  of  carved  faints. 
And  my  large  kingdom,  for  a  little  grave, 
A  little  little  grave,  an  obfcure  grave. 
Or  I'll  be  bury'd  in  the  King's  highway  ; 
Some  way  of  common  tread,  where  fubje^ts  feet 
May  hourly  trample  on  their  Sovereign's  head.  * 
Aumerky  thou  weep' ft,  my  tender-hearted  coufm. 
We'll  make  foul  weather  with  defpifed  tears : 
Our  fjghs,  and  they,  fhall  lodge  the  fummer  corn. 
And  make  a  dearth  in  thW  revoking  land. 
Or  fhall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes. 
And  make  feme  pretty  match  with  fhedding  tears  ? 
As  thus,  to  drop  them  ftill  upon  one  place. 
'  Till  they  have  Netted  us  a  pair  of  graves. 

*  Sovereign's 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread  now,  whilf^l  live  3 
And  bury'd  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  ? 
Jhtmerle^  (sfc. 

f  -  -  a  pair  of  g;raves, 
Within  the  earth  i  and  therein  laid,  there  lyes 
Two  kinfinen  d.igg'd  iheir  graves  with  we^^ping  eyes  ? 
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Moft  mighty  Prince,  my  Lord  Nortbumberlannd, 
"What  fays  King  Bolijbroke  f  wU)  his  Majefty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  Jive,  *till  Richard  die  ? 
You  make  a  kg,  and  BoUngbroke  fays  ?y.  - . 

North,  My  Lr>H,  in  the  bafe  .  ourt  he  doth  attend ' 
To  fpeak  with  you,  may't  pleafe  you  v  come  down. 

K,  Rich,  Down,  duwnlc.  le,  hliQ  ^iii^nng  Phaeton, 
"V^'antlng  the  manage  of  unruly  j  ides,* 

Bolirg,  What  fays  his  Majniy  ? 

North.  Sorrow,  of  heart 
Makes  him  fpeak  fondly,  like  a  frantick  man  5 
Vet  he  is  come. 

Bolirg,  Stand  all  apart,  and  fhow 
Fair  duty  to  his  Majefty. 

My  gracious  Lor^— \K.neelu 
K  Rich,  Fair  coufin,  you  debafe  your  princely  knee. 

To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kifling  it. 

Me  ratlier  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love. 

Than  my  un-plcas'd  eye  fee  your  courtefie.  •|' 

Boltr.g,  My  gracious  Lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own. 
K.  Rich,  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  y  ,u»s,  and  all^ 
Boiing,  So  far  be  mine,  my  moft  redcu^tcJ  Lord, 

As  my  true  fervice  fhall  deferve  your  Jove 

K.  Rich,  W  11  you  deferv'd  :  they  well  deferve  to  have, 

That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get. 

Uncle,  give  me  your  hand  ;  nay,  dry  your  eyes  j  York. 

Tears  fhew  their  love,  but  want  their  remeJies. 

Coufin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father  [ToBolingbroke, 

Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 

Would  not  this  ill  do  well  ?  well,  well*  I  fee 
1  talk  but  idly,  and  you  mock  at  me. 
Moft  mighty  prince,  ftff, 

*  of  unruly  Jades. 

In  the  bafe  couii  ?  bafe  conn  where  Kings  grow  bafe, 
To  come  at  traitors  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  bafe  court  come  clown  ?  down,  court,  down,  King  | 
For  Night-owls  fhrick,  where  mountain  Larks  Ihould  iine. 

Botitt£.  What,  Csfe. 

t  ■ —  your  courpefie. 
Up,  coufiii,  up  J  your  heart  is  up,  I  know. 

Thus  high  at  leaft,  although  your  kacc  be  low.  ' 
Moling,  My,  i^t. 

What 
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What  you  will  have  Til  give,  and  willing  too  5  ' 
For  do  we  muft  what  force  will  have  us  do. 
Set  on  towards  London,    Coufin,  is  it  fo  ? 
Baling,  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 

K,  Rich,  Then  I  muft  not  fay  no.     [Flourifi,  Exeunt* 
SCENE  VIL     A  Garden. 
Enter  ^een  and  t%uo  Ladies, 

^l^een.  What  fport  fhall  we  devifcf  here  in  this  garden. 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

Lady,  Madam,  we*Jl  play  at  bowls. 

^een,  'Twill  make  me  think  the  world  is  full  of  rubs. 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  againft  the  bias. 

Lady,  Madam,  we'll  dance. 

^een»  My  legs  can  keep  no  meafure  in  delight^ 
When  my  poor  heart  no  meafure  keeps  in  grief. 
Therefore  no  dancing,  girl ;  fome  other  fport. 

Lady.  Madam,  v/e*ll  tell  tales. 

^een.  Of  forrow,  or  of  joy  ? 

Lady,  Of  either,  Madam. 

^een.  Of  neither,  girl. 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting. 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow  r 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had. 
It  adds  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  joy : 
For  what  I  have  I  need  not  to  repeat : 
And  of  what  I  want  it  boots  not  to  complain* 

Lady,  Madam,  IMl  fing, 

^een.  'Tis  well  that  thou  haft  caufe : 
But  thou  fhould'ft  pleafe  me  better,  would'ft  thou  weep. 

Lady,  I  could  weep.  Madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

^een.  And  I  could  weep,  would  weeping  do  me  good. 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 

Enter  a  Gardiner,  and  tivo  ^ervantSt 
But  ftay,  here  come  the  gardiners. 
Let's  ftep  into  the  fliadow  of  thefe  trees : 
My  wretchednefs  unto  a  row  of  pins, 
They'll  talk  of  ftate  }  for  every  one  doth  fo, 
Againft  a  change  j  woe  is  forc*run  with  woe^ 

l^een  and  iLtf^;Vf  retire, 

Gard,  Go  bind  thou  up  yond  dangling  Apricocks, 
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Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  Sire 
Stoop  with  opprefiion  of  their  prodigal  weight : 
Give  feme  fupportance  to  the  bending  twigs. 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too  faft  growing  fprays. 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  common-wealth  : 
All  muft  be  even  in  our  government. 
You  thus  imployM,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifome  weeds,  that  without  profit  fuck 
The  foil's  fertility  from  wholfome  flowers. 

Serv,  Why  fhould  we,  in  the  compafa  of  a  pale. 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion. 
Shewing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  ftate  ? 
When  cur  fea- walled  garden,  the  whole  land. 
Is  full  of  weeds,  her  faireft  flowers  choak'd  up. 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruin*d. 
Her  knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholfome  herbs 
Swarming  with  Caterpillars  ? 

Card.  Hold  thy  peace. 
He  that  hath  fufFerM  this  diforder'd  fprlng, 
Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  fall  of  leaf ; 
The  weeds  that  his  broad -fpreading  leaves  did  Iheltcr^ 
(That  feem'd,  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up,) 
Are  puird  up,  root  a«d  all,  hy  Bolingbroke  i 
1  mean  the  Earl  of  Wiltpirty  Bufiy,  Greert, 

Serv.  What,  are  they  dead  ? 

Gard»  They  are. 
And  Bolittgbroke  hath  feizM  thewafteful  King. 
What  pity  is  it,  that  he  had  not  trimm'd 
And  draft  his  land,  as  we  this  garden  drefs, 
And  wound  the  bark,  the  fkin,  of  our  fruit-treet. 
Left:  being  over- proud  with  fap  and  blood, 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  it  felf  ? 
Had  he  done  fo  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  have  livM  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafle 
Their  fruits  of  duty.    All  fupcifiuous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live  : 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  born  the  crown. 
Which  wafte  and  idle  hours  have  quite  thrown  down* 

Setvt  What;  think  you  then,  the  Kingfli^llbedepns 
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'Xjard,  Depreft  he  is  already,  and  deposM 
'Tis  doubted  he  will  be.  Letters  la  ft  night 
Came  to  a  dear  friend  of  the  Duke  of  Torky 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

^een.  Oh  I  am  preft  to  death  through  want  of  fpeaking? 
Thou  Adam's  likenefs,  fet  to  drefs  this  garden, 
jHow  dares  thy  tongue  found  this  unpleafing  news  ? 
What  E've,  what  ferpent  hath  fuggefted  thee. 
To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  ? 
Why  doft  thou  fay,  K'ng  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar^ft  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth. 
Divine  his  downfal  ?  fay,  where,  when,  and  how 
Cam'ft  thou  by  the(e  ill  tidings  ?  fpeak,  thou  wretch* 

Gard,  Pardon  me.  Madam.    Little  joy  have  I 
To  breathe  thefe  news  ;  yet  what  I  fay  is  true  j 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Bolingbroke  ;  their  fortunes  both  are  weigh*d  : 
In  your  Lord's  fcale  is  nothing  but  himfeif. 
And  fome  few  vanities  that  make  him  light : 
Bat  in  the  balance  of  great  Bolingbroke^ 
Befides  himfeif,  are  all  the  Englijh  Peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  King  Richard  down* 
Port:  you  to  Lcndottf  and  you'll  find  it  fo  5 
I  fpeak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know* 

^ueen.  Nimble  Mifchance,  that  art  fo  light  of  foot. 
Doth  not  thy  embaflfage  belong  to  me  ? 
And  am  I  laft  that  know  it  ?  Oh,  thou  think'ft 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  I  may  longeft  keep 
The  forrow  in  my  breaft.    Come,  Ladies,  go. 
To  meet,  at  Londotty  London'' s  King  in  woe. 
What,  was  I  born  to  this !  that  my  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke  ! 
Gard'ner,  for  telling  me  thefe  news  of  woe, 
I  would  the  plants  thou  graft'ft  may  never  grow. 

[Ex,  ^een  and  Ladies t 

Gard,  Poor  Queen,  fo  that  thy  (late  might  benoworfe, 
1  would  my  /kill  were  fubje£l  to  thy  curfe. 
Here  did  fhe  drop  a  tear,  here  in  this  place 
I'll  fet  a  back  of  Rue,  fow'r  herb  of  grace ; 
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Rue,  Cv'n  for  ruth,  here  fiiortly  fhall  be  feen. 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  Queen. 

[^^.  Card,  and  Serv^ 

A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E  I. 

LONDON. 

Enter  as  to  the  Parliament^  Bolingbroke,  Aumerle,  North- 
umberland, Percy,  Fitzwater,  Purvey  y  Bijhop  of  Carlifle, 
j^ifhot  of  Weftminfter,  Herald,  Officers ,  Bagot. 

Soling,  J^Ahh  Bagot  forth:  now  freely  fpeak  thy  mind. 
What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  CWfler^^  death: 

Who  wrought  it  with  the  King,  and  who  performed 

The  bloody  office  of  his  timelefs  end. 

Bagot,  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  Lord  Aumerle. 
Baling,  Coufm,  ftand  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man. 
Bagot,  My  Lord  Aumerle y  I  know  your  .daring  tongue 

Scorns  to  unfay  what  it  hath  once  deliver*d. 

In  that  dead  time  when  Clo'Jier''s  death  was  plotted, 

1  heard  you  fay,  h  ntt  my  arm  of  length, 

That  reacheth  from  the  reftful  Englifli  Court 

Ai  far  as  Calais  to  my  uncle*s  head  f 

Amongft  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 

I  heard  you  fay,  you  rather  had  rcfufe 

The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns, 

Than  Bolingbroke  return  to  England  5  adding 

Withal  how  bleft  this  land  would  be  in  this 

Your  coufin's  death. 

Aum,  Princes,  and  noble  Lords  ! 

What  anfwer  (hall  1  miake  to  this  bafe  man  ? 

Shall  I  fo  much  diflioncfur  any  fair  ftars, 

On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaftifcm?nt  ? 

Either  I  muft,  or  have  mine  honour  foil'd 

With  the  attainder  of  his  nand*rous  lips. 

There  is  my  gage,  the  manual  feal  of  dedth, 

That  marks  thee  out  for  hell.    Thou  lid^,  Bagot, 

And  ni  maintain,  what  thou  haft  laid  is  falfe, 

In  thy  heart-blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe 

To  ftain  the  tcn^per  of  my  knightly  fword, 

Boling.  Bagot y  forbear  ;  thou  fhalt  not  take  ir  up. 
Arm.  Excepting  cne,  I  would  he  were  the  bcft 
Vol.  IV.  D  d  In 
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In  all  this  pre  fence  that  hath  mov'd  me  fo. 

Fitziv.  If  that  thy  valour  ftand  on  fympathies. 
There  is  my  gage,  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine  : 
By  that  fair  fun,  that  fhews  me  where  thou  lknd*11:, 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpak^ft  it. 
That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  Glo'^er*^  death. 
If  thou  deny'iT  it,  twenty  times  thou  Heft, 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfhood  to  thy  heart 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point, 

Aum.  Thou  dar*ft  not,  coward,  live  to  fee  the  day, 

FitT^.  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour* 

Aum.  Fit'x.zvater y  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Percy.  Aumerle,  thou  lieft  j  his  honour  is  as  true^ 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft  : 
And  that  thoiT  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  gage 
To  prove  it  on  thee,  to  th'extreameft  point 
Of  mortal  breathing.    Seize  it,  if  thou  dar*ft, 

Aum.  And  if  [  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off. 
And  never  braridi/li  more  revengeful  fteel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe  ! 
Who  fets  me  elfe  ?  by  heav'n,  I'll  throw  at  all, 
I  have  a  thoufand  fpirits  in  my  breaft, 
To  aniwer  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  you. 

Surrey.  My  Lord  Fitxivater,  I  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitzw.  My  Lord,  'tis  true  :  you  were  in  prcfenc^  then  | 
And  you  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  falfe,  by  heav'n,  as  hcav!n  it  felf  if  true. 

Fifziu.  Surrey,  thou  lieft. 

Surrey.  Diih:;nounSk  boy  t 
That  lie  ihall  lye  fo  heavy  on  my  fword. 
That  it  fmll  render  vengeance^and  revenge, 
*Till  thou  the  lie-giver,  and  that  lie,  reft 
In  earth,  as  quiet,  as  thy  father's  fculL 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  mine  honour's  pawn; 
Engage  it  to  the  tryal,  if  thou  dar*ft. 

FiTxiv.  Kow  fondly  doft  thou  fpur  a  forward  horfe  i 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
J  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wildernefs, 
And  fpit  upon  hko,  vfUlfk  I  fay  he  lies. 
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And  fles,  and  lies  !  there  is  my  bond  of  faith 
To  tie  thee  to  my  flrong  corredion. 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
jiumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal. 
Befides,  I  heard  the  banifh'd  Norfolk  fay, 
That  thou,  Aumerle^  didft  fend  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  Duke  at  Calais, 

Aum.  Some  honeft  chriftian  truft  me  with  a  gage 
That  Norfolk  lies  •  here  do  I  throw  down  this,  ' 
If  he  may  be  repeal'd,  to  try  his  honour. 

Boling,  Thefc  difF'rences  fhall  all  reft  under  cage 
•Till  Norfolk  be  repealed  :  repeal'd  he  /ball  be," 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  reftor'd  again 
To  all  his  figniories  ;  when  he*s  return'd, 
Againft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  tryal. 

CarU  That  honourable  day  /hall  ne'er  be  feen. 
Many  a  time  hath  bani/h'd  Norfolk  fought 
for  Jefu  ChriJ},  in  glorious  chriftian  field 
Streaming  the  enfign  of  the  chriftian  Cro's, 
AgJiinft  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens :  > 
Then,  toilM  with  works  of  war,  retir*d  himrcl£ 
To  Italy,  and  there  at  Venice  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleafant  country *s  earth. 
And  his  pure  foul  unto  his  captain  Chrift^ 
Under  whofe  colours  he  hath  fought  fo  long. 
Boling.  Why,  Bi/hop,  is  Norfolk  dead  > 
Carl.  Sure  as  I  live,  my  Lord. 
BoUng.  Sweet  peace  conduft  his  foul 

To  th*  bofom  of  good  Abraham!  Lords  appealant*. 

Your  difF'rences  /hall  all  reft  under  gage, 
*Till  we  afiign  you  to  your  days  of  tryal. 

SCENE    n.     Enter  York. 
York.  Great  Duke  of  Lavcaftcr,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume-pluckt  Richard,  who  with  willing  foul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  fccpter  yields 
Td  the  pofTeftion  of  thy  royal  hand. 
Afcend  his  throne,  defcending  now  from  him, 
And  long  live  Henry ^  of  that  name  the  Fourth ! 

Boling.  In  God's  name,  I'll  afcend  the  regal  throne, 
CarU  Marry,  heav'n  forbid  ! 

Pd  2  WbT<> 
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Worft  in  this  royal  prefence  may  I  fpeak  ? 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  Richard  5  then  true  noblenefs  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  wrong. 
What  fubjedl  can  give  fentence  on  his  King  ? 
And  who  fits  here  that  is  not  Richard's  fubje£l  ? 
Thieves  are  not  judged  but  they  are  by  to  hear. 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  feen  in  them. 
And  fliall  the  figure  of  God's  Majefty, 
His  Captain,  Steward,  Deputy  eleft. 
Anointed,  crown' d,  and  planted  many  years. 
Be  judgM  by  fubjedl  and  inferior  breath. 
And  he  himfelf  not  prefent  ?  oh,  forbid  It, 
That  in  a  chriftian  climate,  fouls  refin'd 
Should  fliew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfcene  a  deed ! 
I  fpeak  to  fubjefts,  and  a  fubja£l  fpeaks, 
Stirr'd  up  by  heav'n,  thus  boldly  foi'  his  King* 
My  Lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  King, 
Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford'' %  King. 
And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophefie, 
The  blood  of  Englifi  fhall  manure  the  ground^ 
And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  adl:. 
Peace  fhall  go  fleep  with  Turks  and  Infidels, 
And  in  this  feat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  confound. 
^  Diforder,  horror,  fear  and  mutiny 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  callM 

The  field  of  Golgotha^  and  dead  men's  fculls. 

Oh,  if  you  rear  this  houfe  againft  this  houfe. 

It  will  the  wofuUefl  divifion  prove. 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  earth. 

Prevent,  refill  it,  let  it  not  be  fo. 

Left  children's  children  cry  againft  you,  woe  ! 

North,  Well  have  you  argu'd.  Sir ;  and  for  your  pains. 
Of  capital  treafon  we  arreft  you  here. 
My  Lord  of  fVeJiminJier,  be  it  your  charge. 
To  keep  him  fafely  'till  his  day  of  tryal. 
May't  pleafe  you,  Lords,  to  grant  the  Commons  fuit  ? 
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BoUng,  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 
Kc  may  furrender :  fo  we  /hall  proceed 
Without  fufpicion. 

Tork,  I  will  be  his  conduft.  [Exih 

Bolin^.  Lords,  you  that  are  here  under  our  arreft, 
Procure  your  fureties  for  your  days  of  anfwer: 
Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love,  [To  Carh 

And  little  lookM  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

SCENE  III.    Enter  Khg  Richard  andYork. 

K.  Rich,  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  King, 
Before  I  have  fliook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  iearn*4- 
T'  infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee  : 
Give  forrow  leave  a-while  to  tutor  me 
To  this  fubmiflion.    Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favours  of  thefe  men  :  were  they  not  mine  ? 
Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  all  hail  to  me  : 
So  Judas  did  to  Chriji  :  but  he  in  twelve. 
Found  truth  in  all  but  ope;      in  twelve  thoufand,  none. * 
To  do  what  fervice  am  I  fent  for  hither  ? 

Tork.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  will. 
Which  tired  Majefty  did  make  thee  offer  : 
The  refignation  of  thy  ftatc  and  crown. 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  the  crown.    Pi^e,  coufin,  feiie  th^ 
crown. 

Here,  on  this  fide  my  hand,  on  that  fide  thine,  f , 


•  —  in  twelve  thoufand,  none. 
Cod  five  the  Kinz  !  will  no  man  fay,  uimen  ? 
Am  1  both  prieft  and  clerk  ?  wel  then,  Amtn, 
Cod  fave  the  King,  although  1  be  not  he  : 
And  yet  j^mtn^  if  heav'n  do  tkink  him  mc 
To  do  what  fervice,  C^c, 

f       on  that  fide  thine. 

Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well. 

That  owes  two  buckets,  fillinjr  one  another* 

The  emptier  ever  dancir/  in  the  air. 

The  oiher  down,  unfcen,  and  full  of  water » 

That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears>  afn  I, 

Drinking  my  griefs,  whiUt  you  mount  up  on  h  gb. 
Bolinrr.  I  thought  you  h.id  been  willing  to  »c^g.n, 
K.  R  cb.  My  crown  I  am,  but  Hill  rry^cricfs  ar»  r.lne 

You  miy  ray  glories,  and  my  (hit©  ricpote, 

lUt  act  ii:y  ^riefj.  iV;il  ami' King thofc. 

p  d  3  St:i£. 
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Now,  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  my  felf  ; 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  otF  my  head. 
And  this  unweildly  fcepter  from  my  hand. 
The  pride  of  kingly  fw<iy  from  out  my  heart. 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wafli  away  my  balm, 
"With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown. 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  facred  ftate. 
With  mine  own  breath  releafe  all  duteous  oaths: 
All  pomp  and  Majefty  I  do  forfwear  : 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forego  ; 
My  a£ts,  decrees,  and  ftatutes  I  deny : 
God  pardon  all  oaths  that  are  broke  to  me  ! 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke  are  made  to  thee ! 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  grievM, 
And  thou  with  all  pleased,  that  haft  all  atchiev'd  !  * 
What  more  remains  ? 

North,  No  more ;  but  that  you  read 
Th^fe  accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  crimes 
Committed  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 
Againft  the  ftate  and  profit  of  this  land  : 
That  by  confcfTing  them,  the  fouls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  deposM. 

K.  Rich.  Muft  I  do  fo  ?  and  muft  I  ravel  out  ' 
My  weavM-up  follies  ?  Oh  Northumberland, 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record. 
Would  it  not  fliame  thee,  in  fo  fair  a  troop. 
To  read  a  le£lure  of  them  ?  if  thou  would*  flr, 

Bol'mg.  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  your  crowa, 

K.  Rich.  Your  cares  fet  up  do  not  pluck  my  cares  down. 
My  care,  is  iofs  of  care,  by  old  care  done  ; 
Your  care,  is  gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won« 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away  ; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  ftill  with  me  they  ftay, 

Bnling.  Are  you  contented  to  refign  the  crown  ? 

K.  Rich,  I,  no  ;  no,  I ;  for  I  mull  nothing  be  ; 
Therefore  no  no,  for  I  refign  to  thee. 
Now,  maric  me,  fife. 

»       that  haft  all  atchiev'd ! 

hong  may 'ft  thou  live  in  Richard^s.{cntto  fis 

And  foon  lye  Ri:hard  in  an  earthy  pit ! 

God  fave  King  Hsnryy  unking'd  Richard  fayS, 

And  fend  him  many  yeaiS  of  fua-flline  days  I 

What  more,  ^f. 

There 
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There  (hould'ft  thou  find  one  heinous  article. 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a  King, 
And  cracking  the  ftrong  warrant  of  an  cath, 
MarkM  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heav*R, 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 
Whilft  that  my  wretchcdnefs  doth  bait  my  feif. 
Though  fome  of  you  with  Pilate  wa/h  your  hands. 
Shewing  an  outward  pity  ;  yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  delivered  me  to  my  fow'r  crofs. 
And  water  cannot  wafh  away  your  fin. 

North,  My  Lord,  difpatch  ;  read  o*er  thefe  articles, 

K.  Rich,  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears  :  I  cannot  fee  : 
And  yet  falt-water  blinds  them  not  fo  much. 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of  traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  my  felf, 
I  find  my  felf  a  traitor  with  the  reft  : 
For  I  have  given  here  my  foul's  confcnt, 
T'  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  King  j 
Made  glory  bafe  ;  a  Sovereign,  a  flave  ; 
Proud  Majtfty,  a  fubjedt;  ftate,  a  peafant. 

North,  My  Lord  • 

K.  Rich.  No  Lord  of  thine,  infulting  man  ; 
Nor  no  man's  Lord  :  I  have  no  name,  no  title  j 
No,  not  that  name  was  giv'n  me  at  the  font, 
*B\it  *tis  ufurp'd.    Alack  the  heavy  day  ! 
That  1  have  worn  fo  many  winters  out, 
And  know  not  now  what  name  to  call  my  felf. 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  mockery  King  of  fnow, 
Standing  before  the  fun  of  Bolm^broke, 
To  melt  my  felf  away  in  water-drops !  * 
An  if  my  word  be  fterling  yet  in  England, 
Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  ftraight. 
That  it  may  fhew  me  what  a  face  I  have, 
Since  it  is  banlcrupt  of  his  Majefty. 

BoUng,  Go  fome  of  you  and  fetch  a  lookinq-glafs. 

North.  Read  o^er  this  paper,  while  the  glafs  doth  come. 
K.  Rich.  Fiend,  thou  torment' ft  me,  ere  I  come  to  hell. 

•  in  water-drops. 

Good  King,  }^lt^\  King,  and  yet  not  greatly  good, 
Ao  if  ray ,  ^V. 


Baling, 
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Soling,  Urge  it  no  more,  my  Lord  Nortbumhertd^ 

North.  The  Commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfyM. 

K.  Rich.  They  fhall  be  fatisfyM  :  1*11  read  enough^ 
"When  I  do  fee  the  very  book  indeed, 
Where  all  my  fms  are  writ,  and  that's  my  felf. 

Enter  one  ivtth  a  glafs. 
Give  me  that  glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  hath  forrow  ftruck 
So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine, 
Apd  made  no  deeper  wounds  ?  oh  flatt'ring  gla/s. 
Like  to  my  followers  in  profperity, 
Thou  doft  beguile  me.    Was  this  face  the  face 
That  every  day  under  his  hou(ho!d-roof 
Did  keep  ten  thoufand  men  ?  was  this  the  facf. 
That  like  the  fun  did  make  beholders  wink  ?"f 
How  foon  my  forrow  hath  deftroyM  my  face ! 

Boling,  The  /hadow  of  your  forrow  hath  deftroy*il 
The  fhadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Rich,  Say  that  again. 
The  ihadow  of  my  forrow !  ha,  let's  fee ; 
'Tis  very  true,  my  grief  Jyes  all  within. 
And  thefe  external  manners  of  laments 
Are  merely  fhadows  to  the  unfeen  grief. 
That  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  fouL 
There  lyes  the  fubftance :  and  1  tharjk  thee,  Kin§, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ft 
Me  caufe  to  wail,  but  teacheft  me  the  way- 
How  to  lament  the  caufe,    I'll  beg  one  boon. 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
I^all  I  obtain  it  ? 

Boling.  Name  it,  my  fair  coufin. 
K.  Rich.  Fair  coufin  !  I  am  greater  than  a  Kiog  ) 
For  when  I  was  a  King,  my  flatterers 

f  —  beholders  wink  ? 

Is  this  the  face  which  fac'd  fo  many  follies, 

l^ha:  was  at  laft  out-fac'd  by  Bolingbnke J( 

A  brittle  glory  fhineth  in  this  face, 

As  b!-:ftie  as  the  glory,  is  the  face. 

For  there  it  is,  crafkt  in  an  hundred  fliivere. 

M  irk   ftient  King,  the  moral  of  tiw«  fpcrt, 

Hpw  ipoa  my  fprrow-, 

W«ff 
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Were  then  but  fubje£ls  ?  being  now  a  fubjc£l, 
I  have  a  King  here  to  my  flatterer : 
Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg* 

Boling,  Yet  a/k. 

K.  Rich.  And  /hall  I  h^vc  ? 

Moling,  You  /hall. 

K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go« 

Boling.  Whither? 

K.Ricb,  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your /ight» 

Boling,  Go  feme  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  loiutr,  ♦ 
On  Wednesday  next  we  folemnly  fet  down 
Our  coronation  :  Lord*,  prepare  your  feives. 

[£>:<?.  all  but  Abbot ^  Bijhop  cf  Carlillc  and  Aumcrle. 
SCENE  IV. 

Ahbot.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Car/»  The  woe'9  to  come  :  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  th»s  day  as  /harp  to  them  as  thorn. 

j^um.  You  holy  clergy-men,  is  there  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  thi:  p'^rniciou'5  blot  ? 

Jlbbot,  Before  1  freely  fpeak  my  mind  herein, 
You<fhaIl  net  only  takf?  the  facramenr. 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  to  efFe£i: 
Whatever  1  /lull  happen  to  devife. 
I  fee  your  brows  are  full  of  difcontent. 
Your  hearts  of  forrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears. 
Come  home  with  me  to  fupper,  and  I'll  lay 
A  ^lot  /Ivill  /hew  us  all  a  merry  day.  [Exeunt» 

ACTV.     SCENE  I. 
A  Street  in  London.     Enter  ^een  and  Ladies. 
S^ueen,  ^TTlHIS  way  the  King  will  come  :  this  is  the  way 

J[    To  Julius  C^efar's  ill-ereftdd  tow'r. 
To  whofe  flint  bofom  my  condemned  Lord 
Is  doom*d  a  prifoner,  by  proud  Bolingbroke, 
Here  let  us  rc/t,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  re/ling  for  her  true  King's  Queen. 

•  — -  to  th^  Toiver. 

K.  litch.  Oh,  good  !  convey  :  conveyers  a'fc  yoa  all, 
Th^t  Dfe  ih'is  nmibfy  by  5»  true  King's  tall. 

BUi^.  OliPfiidr.tjdayy  !*fi, 

Unter 
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Enter  King  Richard  and  Guards* 
But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee, 
My  fair  rofe  wither  5  yet  look  up  j  behold. 
That  you  in  pity  may  diflblve  to  dew. 
And  waih  him  frerti  again  with  true-love  tears. 

0  thou,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  Hand,  [To  K.  Rich* 
Thou  map  of  honour,  thou  King  Ricbard^s  tomh. 

And  not  King  Richard  ;  thou  moft  beauteous  Inn, 
Why  ihould  hard- favoured  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee, 
When  triumph  is  become  an  ale-houfe  gueft  ? 

Rich.  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  fa^ 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden :  learn,  good  foul. 
To  think  our  former  ftate  a  happy  dream, 
From  which  ^wak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shews  us  but  this.    I  am  fwom  brother,  fweet. 
To  grim  Neceflity ;  and  he  and  I  > 
Will  keep  a  league  'till  death.    Hye  thee  to  France, 
And  cloifter  thee  in  fome  religious  houfe^ 
Our  holy  lives  mull  win  a  new  world's  crown^ 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  ftricken  down* 

^een.  How,  is  my  Richard  both  in  fhape  and  mini 
Transfjrm'd  and  weak?  hath  Bolingbroke  depos'd 
Thine  intelleft  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart? 
The  Lion  dying  thrufteth  forth  his  paw. 
And  wotinds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpow'r*d:  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like. 
Take  thy  correftion  mildly,  kifs  the  rod. 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  bafe  humility, 
Which  art  a  Lion  and  a  King  of  beafts  ? 

K.  PJcb,  A  King  of  beafts  indeed  j  if  ought  bat  beads, 

1  had  b^en  ftill  a  happy  King  of  men. 

Good,  *fometi me  Queen  !  prepare  thee  hence  for  France  5 

Think  I  am  dead,  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'il. 

As  f  oTi  my  death-bed,  my  lall  living  leave. 

In  w  nter's  tedious  nights  lit  by  the  lire 

W;.h    'od  old  folks,  and  let  them  tcJl-thee  tales 

Ot  woeful  ages,  long  ago  betid: 

And  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  grief, 

*  Sometime,  /«■  formerly, 

Td 
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Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me. 

And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds,  f 

SCENE  II.     Enter  Northumberland. 

North,  My  Lord,  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke  is  chang*i  3 
Yott  muft  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower, 
And,  Madam,  there  is  order  ta*en  for  you : 
With  ail  fwift  fpeed  you  muft  away  to  France* 

K.  Rich,  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  throne. 
The  time  (hall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fin  gathering  head 
Shall  break  into  corruption ;  thou  fhalt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  realm ^  and  give  thee  half. 
It  is  too  little,  hel{nng  him  to  all: 
And  he  fliall  think,  that  thou,  which  know'fl  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  Kings,  wilt  know  again. 
Being  ne'er  fo  little  urg*d,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  th*  ufurpcd  throne* 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear  ; 
That  fear  to  hate ;  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both. 
To  worthy  danger,  and  defer ved  death. 

North,  My  guilt  be  on  my  head  !  and  there's  an  end. 
Take  leave,  and  part,  for  you  muft  part  forthwith. 

K.  Rich,  Doubly  divorcM  ?  Bad  men,  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  marriage}  'twixt  my  crown  and  me. 
And  then  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife. 
Let  me  unkifs  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me  :  [To  the  ^een» 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  *twas  made. 
Part  us,  Northumberland  :  I,  towards  the  North, 
Where  fhiv'ring  cold  and  ficknefs  pines  the  clime  : 
My  Queen  to  France  j  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  poDl^, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  Af^ry, 
Sent  back  like  HolloivtnaSf  or  fliorteft  day, 

^een»  And  muft  we  be  divided  ?  muft  we  part  ? 

•  to  their  beds. 

For  why  ?  the  fenlclefs  brands  will  fympathize 

The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue, 

Ai  d  in  companion  wcc.|j  the  hzc  oui: 

And  fome  will  mourn  in  afhcs,  fouic  COal  black, 

for  thcdepofing  of  a  r?t>hiful  l^iiig. 
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Ban?/h  us  both,  and  fend  the  King  with  mti 

North,  That  were  fomc  love,  but  little  policy.* 
K.  Rub.  Thus  give  I  laine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart- 

IfTbey  kifs* 

^een.  Give  me  mine  own  again  ;  *twere  no  good  part. 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart,    [i^^fi  agcunm 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone. 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 

K.  Bicb,  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay  • 
Once  more,  adieu  !  the  reft  let  forrow  fay*  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  III.     The  Duke  c/ York's  Palac€. 
Enter  York  and  his  Dutchejs. 

Dutch,  My  Lord,  you  told  ma  you  would  tell  the  reft. 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  ftory  off. 
Of  our  two  coufins  coming  mt.o  London, 

York,  Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Dutch,  At  that  fad  ftop,  my  Lord, 
Where  rude  mif-govern'd  hands,  from  window-tops. 
Threw  duft  and  rubbifh  on  King  Richard*s  head. 

Tork,  Then,  as  I  faid,  thaDuke,  great  Bolingbfokt, 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  fteed. 
Which  his  afpiring  rider  feem'd  to  know. 
With  How  but  ftately  pace  kept  on  his  courfe : 
While  all  tongues  cry' d,  God fave  thee,  Bolingbrokc! 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  fpake. 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  cafements  darted  their  defiring  eyc$ 
Upon  his  vifage  ;  and  that  all  the  walls 
With  painted  imag'ry  had  faid  at  once, 

»  but  little  policy. 

Slueen,  Then  whiiher  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 

K.Rich.  So  two  together  weepinfif,  make  one  woc« 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France  j  I  for  thee  here: 
Better  fjjr  off ;  than  near,  be  ne'er  the  near. 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  iiehs,  i  mine  with  groans  : 

^lueen.  So  Jongeft  way  fiiall  have  the  longeft  moans. 

K.  Hkh.  Twice  for  one  Itep  I'll  groan,  the  Way  being  (borf, 
Afid  piece  the  Vay  out  with  a'ffeavy  heart. 
Come,  co;ne,  in  wooing  forrov/  let's  be  brief, 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  is  Inch  length  in  Jirief  : 
One  kils  fhall  itop  our  xr.oulh*,  and  dijnibly  part  i 
Thu9  give  I  nune,  * 

Jeftt 
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Jefu  prejernje  thee !  luekome,  Bolingbroke  ! 
Whilfl:  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turnjng, 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  prou^  ftecd*s  neck, 
Befpoke  them  thus;  I  thank  you,  country  ^men  ^ 
And  thus  flill  doing,  thus  he  paft  along. 

Dutch,  Abs !  poor  Richard,  where  rides  he  the  while  ? 

Torkt  As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  well-grac'd  adtor  leaves  the  ftage. 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 
Jven  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 
Did  fcowl  on  Richard  ;  no  man  cry*d,  God  fave  him  ! 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home  j 
But  duft  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  head  5 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fhook  off. 
His  face  dill  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles. 
The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience  j 
That  had  not  God,  for  fome  ftrong  purpofe,  fteelM 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  muft  perforce  have  melted^ 
And  harbarifm  it  felf  have  pitied  him. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events. 
To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 
To  Bolingbroke  are  we  fworn  fubjeds  now, 
Whofe  ftate  and  honour  I  for  aye  allow. 

SCENE   IV.    Enter  Aumerle,  ^ 

Dut^b,  Here  comes  my  fon  Aumerle, 

York,  Aumerle  that  was. 
But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard's  friend. 
And,  Madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  now : 
I  am  in  Parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  lafting  fealty  to  the  new-made  King. 
'  Dutch,  Welcome,  my  fon  ;  who  axe  the  Violets  now. 
That  ftrew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  fprin  g  ? 

j^um.  Madam,  1  know  not,  nor  do  greatly  care : 
God  knows  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

Tbrk,  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  fpring  of  time. 
Left  you  bccropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford  f  hold  thofe  jufts  and  triumphs  ? 

Aum,  For  ought  I  know,  they  do. 

Tork,  You  will  be  there. 

Vol.  IV.  E  e  Aum. 
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Aum.  If  God  prevent  me  not,  I  purpofe  fo. 

York,  What  feal  is  that  that  hangs  without  thy  feorom-? 
Yea,  look' ft  thou  pale  ?  come,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

jium.  My  Lord,  'tis  nothing. 

York.  No  matter  then  who  fees  it. 
J  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Aum,  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me. 
It  is  a  matter  of  Imall  confequcnce. 
Which  for  fome  rcafons  1  would  not  have  fcen. 

York.  Which  for  fome  rcafons.  Sir,  I  mean  to  fce» 
I  fear,  I  fear  

Dutch.  What  fhould  you  fear,  my  Lord  ? 
*Tis  nothing  but  fome  bond  he's  enter'd  into> 
For  gay  apparel,  now  againft  the  triumph. 

York.  Bound  to  himfelf  ?  what  doth  he  with  a  bon^ 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?  wife,  thou  art  a  fool. 
Boy,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Aum.  I  do  befeech  you  pardon  me,  I  may  not  /hew  i^. 

XorK  I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  it,  I  fay, 

[Snatches  ity  and  reads » 
Treafon  !  foul  treafon !  villain,  traitor,  flave  ! 

Dutch,  What's  the  matter,  my  Lord  ? 

York.  Hoa,  who's  within  there  ?  faddle  me  my  horfcj 
Heav'n  for  h  s  mercy  I  what  treachery  is  here  ! 

Dutch.  Why,  what  is't,  my  Lord  ? 

York.  Give  me  my  bo  ts,  I  fay  ;  faddle  my  horfe. 
Now  by  my  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
J  will  npp  ach  the-  villain. 

Dutch.  What  is  the  matter? 

York.  Peace,  foo  ifh  woman  ! 

Dutch.  I  will  not  peace  :  what  is  the  matter,  fon  ? 

Aum.'  Good  niorher,  be  content  j  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  muft  anfwer. 

Dutch.  Thy  life  an'v  er  ! 

SCENE    V.      Enter  Servant  with  hoots» 

York.  Bring  me  n  y  boots.     I  v/ill  unto  the  King, 

Dutch.  St.  ik.  him,'  Aumerle.  (P  or  boy,  thou  art  amaz'd.) 
Jlence,  villain,  never  more  cume  in  my  fight ! 

IS^idKing  iQ  tbs  Servant, 

York,  Give  me  my  boots. 
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Dutch.  Why,  Tork,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trefpafs  of  thine  own  ? 
Have  we  more  fons  ?  or  are  we  like  to  have  ? 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time  f 
And  wile  thou  pluck  my  fair  fon  from  mine  age. 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

York.  Thou  fond  mad  woman, 
Wilt  thcu  conceal  this  dark  confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  facrament;, 
And  interchangeably  have  fct  their  hands. 
To  kill  the  King  at  Oxford, 

Dutch,  He  fhall  be  no'ne : 
We'll  keep  him  here  ;  then  what  is  thafc  to  him  ? 

Tork.  Away,  fond  woman  !  were  he  twenty  tim«* 
My  fon,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Dutch.  Hadfl:  thou  groan'd  for  him 
As  I  h^ave  done,  thouMft  be  more  pitiful : 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind  :  thou  doft  fufped"? 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  bed. 
And  that  he  is  a  baftard,  not  thy  fon : 
Sweet  Torky  fweet  hufband,  be  not  of  that  mind  5 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be. 
Nor  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  kin. 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

Tork.  Make  way,  unruly  womjn !  [Exit: 

Dutch.  After,  Aumerky  mount  thee  upon  his  hoffc> 
Spur  poft,  snd  get  before  him  to  the  King, 
And  beg  thy  pardon,  ere  he  do  accufe  thee, 
I'll  not  be  long  behind  ;  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  bin  to  ride  as  faft  as  York  : 

'  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground, 

i'^linj^hroke  have  pardonM  thee.    Away!  [Eseunt^ 
•]  C  EN  E    VI.      Changes     Wind  for- C^/Ztf.  ' 
Enter  Bol'ngbroke,  Percy,  and  other  Lords, 

Boling.  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  fon  ? 
•Tis  full  three  months  fince  I  did  fee  him  laft. 
If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  het 
I  would  to  heav'n,  my  Lords,  he  might  be  found. 
Entjiiirc  at  London^  'mongft  the  taverns  there  ; 

E  «  2  Ftr 
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For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent. 
With  unreftrained  loofe  companions : 
Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  ftand  in  narrow  lanes. 
And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  paflengers  ; 
"While  he,  young,  wanton^  and  effeminate  boy. 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  fupport 
So  difiblute  a  crew, 

Percy.  My  Lord,  fome  two  days  lince  I  faw  the  Prince, 
And  told  him  of  the  triumphs  held  at  Oxford, 

Boling,  And  what  faid  the  gallant  ? 

Percy.  His  nnfwer  wag,  he  would  unto  the  ftews. 
And  from  the  common' ft  creature  pluck  a  glove 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour,  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfe  the  luftieft  challenger. 

Baling.  As  diflblute  as  defp*rate  ;  yet  through  both 
I  fee  fome  fparks  of  hope  ;  which  elder  days 
May  happily  bring  forth.    But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Aumerle. 

j^um.  Where  is  the  King  ? 

Baling.  What  means  our  coufin,  that  he  flares 
And  looks  fo  wildly  ? 

Jlum.  God  fave  your  Grace !  I  do  befeech  your  Majefty, 
To  have  fome  conference  with  your  Grace  alone. 

Baling,  Withdraw  your  felves,  and  leave  us  here  alone. 

[^Exeunt  Lords, 

What  is  the  matter  with  our  coufin  now  ? 

j4um.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth,  [^Kneels, 
My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unlefs  a  pardon,  ere  I  rife  or  fpeak  ! 

Baling.  Intended  or  committed  was  this  fault? 
If  but  the  firft,  how  heinous  e'er  it  be. 
To  win  thy  after-love,  I  pardon  thee. 

u^um.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key. 
That  no  man  enter  *till  the  tale  be  done. 

Baling.  Have  thy  'defire.  [York  within, 

York.  My  Liege,  beware,  look  to  thy  felf. 
Thou  haft  a  traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

Baling.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  fafe. 

jium.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fear. 

Tork,  Open  the  door,  fecure^  fool-hardy  King  : 

Shall 
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Sh&ll  I  for  love  fpcak  treafon  to  thy  face  ? 
Open  the  door,   or  I  will  break  it  open. 

SCENE   VII.     Enter  York. 

Baling.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle  ?  fpeak,  take  brcatk  5 
Tell  us  how  near  is  danger. 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

Tork.  Perufe  this  writing  here,  and  thou  fhalt  know 
The  treafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  fhow. 

j^um.  Remember,  as  thou  read'ft,  thy  promife  paft4 
I  do  repent  me,  read  not  my  name  there. 
My  heart  is  not  confed*rate  with  my  hand. 

Tork,,  Villain,  it  was,  ere  thy  hand  fct  it  down. 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor*s  bofom,  King. 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence  ; 
Forget  to  pity  him,  left  thy  pity  prove 
A  ferpent,  that  will  fting  thee  to  the  heart. 

Boling^  O  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  confplracy ! 
O  loyal  father  of  a  treacherous  fon  ! 
Thou  clear,  immaculate,  and  filver  fountain, 
From  whence  this  ftream,  through  muddy  paiTagcs, 
tjlath  had  his  current,  and  defilM  himfelf. 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad. 
And  thine  abundant  goodnefs  fhall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digrefling  fon. 

Y9rk,  So  fhall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawi, 
And  he  fhall  fpcQd  mine  honour  with  hisYhame  ; 
As  thriftlefs  fons  their  fcraping  fathers'"  gold. 
Mini  honour  lives,  when  his  difhonour  dies  i 
Or  my  fham*d  life  in  his  difhonour  lyes  : 
"Thou  kiirft  me  in  his  life  ;  giving  him  breath, 
The  traitor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

[Dutcbtfs  wtbift. 

Dui^h.  What  ko,  my  Liege !  for  heav'n's  fake  let  me  in. 

Boling.  Whatfhrili'voic'd  fuppliant  makes  this  eager  cry  ? 

Dutch,  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  Ring,  'tis  1, 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door  j 
A  beggar  begs,  that  never  beggM  before.  * 

•  - —  bcpp.M  before- 

Baling.  Oor  Jcc"c  is  alter'd  from  a  fcr'nus  tjifng, 
And  now  rha,-j;'rt  ro  the  beg]j:ar,  axiU  th«  Ktag. 
dang'* oil.  woyiij!,  Q?*:. 

^  e  3  B  Jin^* 
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Soling.  My  dang'roufs  coufin,  let  your  mother  in, 
I  know  fhe*s  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  fin. 

York.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray, 
More  fins  for  this  forgivenefs  profper  may  j 
^  This  fefter'd  joint  cut  o^',  the  reft  is  found  ; 
This  let  alone  will  all  the  reft  confound. 

SCENE    VIII.      Enter  Dutcbefs. 

Dutch.  O  King,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man  ; 
Love,  loving  not  it  felf,  none  other  can. 

York.  Thou  frantick  woman,  what  doft  thou  do  here? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traitor  rear  ? 

Dutch.  Sweet  Tork.  be  patient  :  heaf  me,  gentle  Liege  ! 

Soling.  Rife  up,  good  aunt. 

Dutch,  Not  yet,  I  thee  befeech  ; 
For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees, 
^nd  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
'Till  thou  give  joy,  until  thpu  bid  me  joy, 
By  pardoning  Rutland,  my  tranfgrefling  boy. 

JiumAJnto  my  mother's  prayers  I  bend  my  knee.  [Kneeh* 

TIt/^.  Againft  them  both  my  true  joints  bended  be.  [Kntels^ 
111  m?y'ft  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace  ! 

Dutch.  Pleads  he  in  earneft  ?  look  upon  his  face  ; 
His  eyes  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jeft  f 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  breaft : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  wou'd  be  deny'd  j 
We  play  with  heart  and  foul,  and  all  befide. 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know  ; 
Our  knees  ftiall  kneel,  'till  to  the  ground  they  grow. 
His  prayers  are  full  of  falfe  hypocrifie. 
Ours  of  true  zeal,  and  deep  integrity  ; 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his  ;  then  let  them  crave 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Boling.  Good  aunt,  fland  up. 

D^tch'  Nay,  do  not  fay  ftand  up. 
But  pardon  firft,  fay  afterwards  ftand  up. 
*  An  if  I  were  thy  nurfe,  thy  tongue  to  teach. 
Pardon  fliould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpeech. 
I  never  ioi?g'd  to  hear  a  word  'tili  now  ; 

Say, 
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Say,  Pardon,  King,  let  pity  teach  thee  how.  • 

Boling,  Good  aunt,  ftand  up, 

Dutch.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand. 
Pardon  is  all  the  fuit  I  have  in  hand. 

Boling,  I  pardon  him,  as  heav*n  fliall  pardon  me. 

Dutch.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee ! 
Yet  am  I  fick  for  fear ;  fpeak  it  again  : 
Twice  faying  pardon  doth  not  pardon  twain. 
But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 

Boling.  With  all  my  heart 
I  pardon  him. 

Dutch.  A  God  on  earth  thou  art. 

Boling.  But  for  our  trufty  brother-in-law  \  the  Abbot, 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  conforted  crew, 
Deftrudlion  ftraight  fhall  dog  them  at  the  heels. 
Good  uncle,  help  to  order  feveral  powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where-e'er  thefe  traitors  are.  -f-  [Exeunt, 
SCENE    IX.     Enter  Exton  and  a  Servant. 

Exton.  Didft  thou  not  mark  the  King,  what  words  he 
fpake  ? 

Hanje  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  fear  f 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Serv.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 

Exton.  Ha've  I  no  friend?  quoth  he>  he  fpake  it  twice, 

*  —  teach  thee  how. 

The  word  is  (hort,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fweet, 
'Ho  word  like  parc'on,  for  Kings  mouths  fo  meet. 

Tork.  Speak  it  in  French^  King,  fay  Pardonnex  may. 

Dutch.  Doft  thou  teach  pardon,  pardon  to  deftroy 
Ah,  my  fow'r  husband,  my  hard-heXrted  Lord, 
That  Icl'll  the  word  )t  fclf,  agaiiift  the  word. 
Speak  pardon  as  'tis  currant  in  our  land. 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  underllar.d. 
Thine  eye  beRins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  tongue  there  : 
Or  in  thy  piteous  heart,  plant  thou  thine  car, 
That  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayrs  do  pierce^ 
Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehcaife. 

Boling,  Good  aunt,  (^fc, 

f  —  tjaitors  arc. 

They  Ihall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  fwearj 
B'li  I  will  have  them,  if  i  once  know  where. 
Untie,  farcwel  ;  .iiul,  coufin,  adieu  ; 
y^ur  mother  well  hath  prayM,  and  prove  yon  trae.  * 
'^"'g'c^^  N^i"^^-"^**  ^^^^  Ipray  huay'a  make  lixce  nyr. 

And 
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And  \lrgM  It  twice  together  5  did  he  not  ? 
Seri;,  He  did. 

Exton.  And  fpeaking  it  he  wiftly  lookM  on  me. 
As  who  fliall  fay,  I  w(Hild  thou  wcrt  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 
Meaning  the  K*"ng  at  Pomfret.    Come,  let's  go: 
I  sm  the  King's  friend,  and  will  r.d  his  foe,.  [Exeunt* 
S  C  E  N  E   X.     A  Prifon  at  Pomfret  Cajile. 
Enter  King  Richard. 

K.  Rich,  I  have  been  ftu dying  how  to  compare 
This  prifon  where  I  live  unto  the  world  j 
And,  for  becaufe  the  world  is  populous. 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  my  fcif, 
1  cannot  do  it,  yet  Til  hammer  on't. 
My  brain  fhall  prove  the  female  to  my  foul. 
My  foul,  the  father  ;  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  generation  of  ftill -breeding  thoughts  ; 
And  thcfe  fame  thoughts  people  this  little  world  ; 
In  humour,  like  the  people  of  this  world. 
For  no  thought  is  content.    The  better  fort, 
(As  thoughts  of  things  divine,)  are  intermixt 
With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  word  it  felf 
Againft  the  word  ;  as  thu§ ;  Comey  little  ones  j  and  then  agttil^^ 
It  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  Camel 
To  thread  the  pojiern  of  a  needle'' s  eye. 
Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  wonders  ;  how  thefe  vain  weak  nails 
May  tear  a  paflage  through  the  flinty  ribs 
Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon- walls  : 
And  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride. 
Thoughts  tending  to  content  flatter  themfelves,- 
That  they  are  ret  the  firft  of  fortune's  flaves. 
And  fhall  not  \  z  the  laft.    Like  filly  besgars. 
Who  fitting  in  the  flocks  refuge  their  fhame. 
That  iriany  have  and  others  muH  fit  there  ; 
And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe. 
Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 
Of  fuch  as  h?.ve  before  endur'd  the  like. 
Thus  play  I,  in  one  prifon,  many  people, 
And  none  contented.    Sometimes  am  J  King^ 

Then 
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Then  treafon  makes  me  wifh  my  felf  a  beggar. 
And  fo  I  am.    Then  crufhing  penury 
Perfwadcs  me  I  was  better  when  a  King  ; 
Then  am  I  kingM  again ;  and  by  and  by, 
Think  that  I  am  unking'd  by  Bolingbroke, 

And  ftraight  am  nothing  but  what-e'er  I  am. 

Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is. 

With  nothing  fhall  be  pleas'd,  'till  he  be  easM 

With  being  nothing  Mufick  do  I  hear  ?  [MufcK 

Ha,  ha  ;  keep  time  :  how  fow'r  fweet  mufick  is. 

When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept ! 

So  is  it  in  the  mufick  of  men^s  lives. 

And  here  have  I  the  daintinefs  of  ear. 

To  check  time  broke  in  a  diforderM  firing  ; 

But  for  the  concord  of  my  ftate  and  time. 

Had  not  an  car  to  hear  my  true  time  broke : 

I  wafted  time,  and  now  doth  time  wafte  me. 

For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbring  clock  ? 

My  thoughts  are  minutes  5  and  with  fighs  they  jar 

Their  watches  to  mine  eyes  the  outward  watch  ; 

Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dial's  point, 

Is  pointing  ftill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  tears. 

Now,  Sir,  the  founds  that  tell  what  hour  it  is. 

Are  clamorous  groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  heart. 

Which  is  the  bell  ;  fo  fighs,  and  tears,  and  groans. 

Shew  minutes,  hours,  and  times  O,  but  my  time 

Runs  pofting  on,  \n  Bolingbroke* s  ^xo\x^  ]oy , 
While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  jack  o*  th'  clock. 
This  mufick  mads  me,  let  it  found  no  more  ; 
For  though  it  have  help'd  mad  men  to  their  wits. 
In  me  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  men  mad. 
Yet  blefling  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me  ! 
For  'tis  a  fign  of  love  ;  and  love  to  Richard 
Is  a  ilrange  brooch,  in  thifi  fall-hating  world. 

SCENE    XI.      Enter  Groom, 
Croom,  Hail,  royal  Prince  I  * 

•  royal  Prince. 

K.  Rich,  Thanks,  noble  Peer. 
The  cheapeft  of  us,  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou  i  how  com'ft,  arc 
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K.  Rich.  What  art  ?  how  com'ft  thou  hithei:  ? 
Where  no  man  ever  comes,  but  that  fad  drudge 
That  brings  me  food,  to  make  misfortune  live  ? 

Groom,  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  ftable.  Kin?, 
When  thou  wert  King ;  v/ho  travelling  towards  Tork, 
With  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my,      fometime,  maker's  face, 
O,  how  it  yearnM  my  heart,  when  I  beheld. 
In  London  fleets,  that  coronation  day; 
When  Bolinghrcke  rocle  on  Roan  Barbary, 
Thathorfe,  th?.t  thou  fo  often  haft  beftrid  ; 
That  horfc,  that  I  fo  carefully  have  drefs'd  ! 

K.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  tell  me,  gentle  friendj^ 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Groom.  So  proudly,  as  he  had  difdainM  the  grotind. 

K.  R:'cb.  So  proud  that  Bolinghrcke  was  on  his  back  I 
That  jade  hath  eat  bread  from  ii;y  royal  hand. 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  chpping  him. 
Would  he  not  ftumble?  would  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  pride  miift  have  a  fall)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  ufurp  his  back  ? 
Forgivenefs,  horfe !  why  do  I  rail  on  thee. 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man. 
Waft  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  horl;. 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burthen  like  an  afs, 
Spur-gallM,  and  tirM  by  jaunting  BoUngbrok:. 

SCENE    XII.      Enter  a  Keeper  'with  a  cljh. 

Keep.  Fellow,  give  place  j  here  is  no  longer  ftay. 

r  T-j  tht  Groo}n„ 

K.  Ri'cb,  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thcu  vvertaway. 

Groom.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  h-.^r«-  Oiail 
%.  ,  [Exit. 

Keep.  My  Lord,  wllPt  pleafe  you  to  f  11  to  ? 

K.  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  co. 

Keep,  My  Lord,  I  dare  not  ;  for  Sit  Pierce  Exton, 
Who  late  came  from  the  King,  commands  the  contrary. 

K.  Rich.  The  D^v'i  take  Henry  of  Lancajier,  and  r  !^ee  ! 
Patience  is  ftale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it,    [^Beats  the  Keeper r, 

Keep.  Help,  help,  help  !   

t  Sornetirue^  for  fvrmef!^. 

Enter 


King    R  I  C  H  A  R  D  II.  327 
Enter  Exton  and  Scfvants. 
K.Rich.  How  now?  whatmcans  death  in  this  rude  afDult  ? 
Wretch,  thine  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  inrtrumrnr  j 

[Snatching  a  Stuord from  one  of  (he  Servants  kilh  him^ 
Go  th^u,  and  fill  another  room  in  hell.,  .      [Kills  another. 

[Exton  Jlrikcs  kim  down. 
That  hand  fhall  burn  in  nevcr-qucnching  fin', 
That  ftaegers  thus  fny  perfon  :  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  King's  blood  ftainM  the  Kiny;'s  own  land. 
Mount,  mount,  my  foul!  thy  ftat  is  up  on  high, 
Whiht  my  grofs  flefh  finks  downward,  hcie  to  die.  [Dies, 

Exton.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood  5 
Both  have  I  fpilt :  Oh,  would  the  deed  were  good  ! 
For  now  the  devil  that  told  me  I  did  well. 
Says,  that  this  deed  is  cllronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  Kin-^;  to  the  living  King  I'll  bear  ; 
Take  hence  the  refl,  and  give  them  burial  here.  [Exeuntm 
SCENE    XIII.      rhe  Court  at  Windlor. 
Flourijh.    Enter  Bolingbroke,   York,   ivitb  other 

Lords  and  Attendants, 
BoUng.  Kind  uncle  Torky  the  lateft  news  we  hear. 
Is  that  the  rebels  have  confum'd  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Cicefier  in  Gloucefierjh'n 
But  whether  they  be  ta'en  or  fiain,'  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Northumbeil.ind, 
Welcome,  my  Lord  :  what  is  the  news  ? 

North.  Firft  to  thy  facred  Hate  wifh  I  all  happ'ncfs ; 
The  next  news  is,  I  have  to  London  fent 
The  heads  of  Sal*Jhuiyy  Spencer,  Blunt  and  Kent  : 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  liirge  difcouifed  in  this  paper  here.   \_Prefer.ting  a  faptr» 

Boling.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thy  pains. 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 

Enter  Fitz-water. 
Fitziio.  My  Lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  fent  to  London 
The  heads  of  Bi  occas  and  Sir  Bcnnct  Scei'y  ; 
Two  of  the  dangerou-^  conforted  traitors, 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow, 

Boling.  Thy  p.iins,  Fit^ti-ivater,  fhall  not  be  furgot. 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  1  wot. 

£»ttr 
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Enter  Percy  and  the  Bijhop  of  Carllfk. 
Percy.  The  grand  confpirator  Abbot  of  PFeJlrmnfiet, 
With  clog  of  confcience,  and  four  melancholy. 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave  : 
But  here  is  CarliJIe,  living  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,  and  fentence  of  his  pride. 

Boling,  CarliJIe,  this  is  your  doom  : 
Chufe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  room 
More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  'joy  thy  life  j 
So  as  thou  liv'ft  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife. 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  haft  ever  been. 
High  fparks  of  honour  in  thee  I  have  feen. 

Enter  Exton  nvkh  a  coffin, 
Exton,  Great  King,  within  this  coffin  I  prefent 
Thy  buryM  fear.    Herein  all  breathlefs  lyes 
The  mightieft  of  thy  greateft  enemies, 
Richard  of  Bourdeaux,  by  me  hither  brought. 

Baling,  Exton ,  I  thank  thee  not ;  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A  deed  of  flander  with  thy  fatal  hand. 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton,  From  your  own  mouth,  my  Lord,  did  I  this  deed. 
Boling.  They  love  not  poifon,  that  do  poifon  need  i 
Nor  do  I  thee,  though  I  did  wifh  him  dead  5 
I  hate  the  murth'rer,  love  him  murthered. 
The  guilt  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour. 
But  neither  my  good  ward,  nor  princely  favour. 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  fhade  of  night. 
And  never  fhew  thy  head  by  day,  or  light. 
Lqrds,  I  proteft  my  foul  is  full  of  v/oe, 
That  blood  ftiould  fprinkle  me,  to  nnake  me  grow. 
Come  mourn  with  me  for  what  I  do  lament. 
And  put  on  fuUen  black  incontinent : 
I'll  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy-land, 
To  wafli  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand. 
March  fadly  after,  grace  my  mourning  here. 
In  weeping  over  this  untimely  bier.  [Exeunt  omn^^ 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  VoLWiwrE, 
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